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CHAPTER L 



taa 0Li> jpilotnof thb outr. 



<* Bto, leadamaq ! aonnd ifUh the d«ep sea line ! 
FUd^ far the plumb into the heaving brine 1 
Quartet less fbur, we loudly hear, 
As the ship the dangerotts coast doth near.'* 

^BABLY at night, one day, as a pilot took his 
pdst in the Beacon lookout, at the Balize, to 
scan the wide waters of thd gulf southward, to 
see if he could didcover any sail requiring the 
benefits of his skill, he perceived a vessel in the 
south-eastern board, slowly approaching the Pass, 
under shortened sail. The pilot was a gray- 
bearded, weather-beaten tar, who had been look- 
ing at nothing, fbr thirty years, but the Mexican 
Gul^, till he could scarcely see anything on- land. 
He was a thick-set, hardy-looking man, in a huge 
gray and bfown beard, and wore a tarpaulin 
that had weathered almost as matiy equinoctials 
as its oV^ner, which was fastened to one of the 
huge buttons of his dread-nought coat by a 
lanyard. , 

His age might have been about sixty; but he 
had an eye that would penetrate even a Balize 
vfog. He prided himself on not needing a spy- 
glass to make out a vessel, and though it was 
pretty well understood among the fraternity of 
pilots, that be sometimes mistook a bar^e for a 
ship, and a topsail schooner for a brig, yet they 
indulged the old skipper in his vanity, preferring 
to trust to their own spy-glass, however. 



Old Boger now sliut up his left eye till it was 
almost extinguished, and then half closing his 
right, he slightl]^ bent his head forward to take 
a better look at the vessel ; for he could hardly 
credit that a vessel would be shortening sail at 
this hour, on ^t smooth gulf, a g^entle wind, and 
the night so near, when it was iniportant to be 
within the land. 

' *' If she showed a si'nal for pilot," muifil^led 
Roger, " vy then I won n't be surprised to see 
her short 'n to wait for him ; but I can't see no 
buntin' flyin' ; and if she had a scrap as long as 
a wiper set, I 'd see it with my eyes." 

" What is that, Uncle Bogec?" asked a young- . 
pilot, his assistant, who was Ismoking a cigar, 
on a bench at Uie foot of the beacon. 

"A squai>rigger, shortenin' sail, about four, 
miles out, sou-sou-west, and no signal set ! and 
the craft looks warrish, too I I think I can see 
her guns P* 

" Don*t you see the maker'd name, too. Mas- 
ter Boger?" asked, in a good-natured, jeering 
way, a third pilot, himself past fif^y, who was 
engaged in patching the sail of a fast-looking 
little boat that was moored near him. 

*f That 's from envy, Dnnstan, man ! Because 
I can see better at sixty than you at fifty. Take 
your spy-glasses ! See if I am not right I" 

" If the vessel is shortening sail, it must be for 
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a pilot, ' said the younger) ^oing to a rack on 
the gallery of the hat and taking down a spy- 
glass. With it he monnted the winding stairs 
of the heacon, and reaching the elevated sum- 
mit hy*Boger, plac<)d the telescope to his eye. 
After a moment's scrutiny, he said: 

'/ You jure right ! I '11 het on your eyes yet, 
Uncl^ Roger. Sbi| is under reefed topsails, and 
is a gun brig.'' 

The other pilot now took his place on the 
lookout, and scrutinized the advancing 'stranger. 

" It is^a foreign vessel — ^I think a SpaniaM," 
he said. 

'** That is my idee," answered' Roger, who was 
making his ode eye work so hard against t^ 
telescopes, that his cheeks weft screwed up inio 
a mass of wrinkles, and it would have required 
a telescope to find his left eye at all ; while the 
place of the right* was only to be detected by a 
little grayish glitter, like a star set beneath his 
overbent eyebrow. 

** He is a Sjpanish brig of war, it is my opin- 
ion," said i)unstan ; *and he don't mean to be 
in a hurry about coming in 1" ^ 

** It is possible he may want a pilot, and not" 
know where we are !" said Roger. " I '11. board 
him, at any rate r' 

"Stop,, Roger, that felfo'tf loo^s irregular !** 
said Dunstan, as Hlq old man, who limped a lit- 
tle with the effects of a cannon ball wound he 
had gojb in the British war, was hobbling down. 
" He is armed, but not a regular armed vessel, 
that is certain ! The yards are too square for 
the regular service ; she is. too low in the water 
for it, and her guns are too loug. They are not 



her size ; and the men are too much crowded 
on her forecastle, for a regular !*^ 

" You are always looking out for a wolf, Dun- 
stan,' since you once got caught by a buccaneer,, 
who kept you. a week in irons. . You '11 never 
forget that!" 

" How did I know he was a buccaneer ? It 
was years ago ; and he made a signal foi: a pilot, 
and made me pilot up the river, in the- dark, to 
the estate, which they plundered. It was a seri- 
ous affair, and I have reason to be wary, mates ! 
But I tell you, I don't like this chap's looks !" 

" All war vessels of other nations are not like 
ours, neat« as band-boxes, and ship-shape as a 
chronometer." 

" But they all look like nationals ; but that is 
not a national, or she '^d show her colors !" 
- "Well, I'll board herl Come, Tirrel, un- 



moor, and let us run out to her ! We Tl reach 
by naoon up, in three- quarters of an hour, and it 
will be a fine night to run her in !" 

" You may be sure. Master Roger, she don't 
want a pilot. In my opinion, she is a Cuba^ 
patriot vessel, waiting to embark or land of- 
ficers !" Th^ opinion was >advanced by a fourth 
pilo^; who met Roger at the foot of the ladder. 
** I have been looking at her, and it is my opin- 
ion she is a Cuban vessel, and has something to 
do with the expedition we hear is on foot, up in 
the city!" 

" I'll soon learn what she is," answered Roger,. 
" If she does n't have a pilot she '11 be ashore, 
steering hr that Pass." 

' hk five teiautte naore he wm in his pilot boat 
with Tirrel ; and, under a fair wind, was stretch- 
ing out towards the Gulf, in the direction of the 
suspiciously-acting vessel. 

The vessel, in the meanwhile, which was the 
subject of their speculations, stood slowly to- 
wards the entrance of the f buth-east Pass. She 
was a beautifully proportioned brigantine, with 
an indescribably foreign air about her, which 
would have distinguished her at a glance, by 
any one who was familiar with nauti''al matters, 
from an' American. Her masts were unusually 
lofty and tapering, and her yardsr YQry sqtlare, 
her main and fore projecting in enormous arms 
on either side of her hull, and ^heir length wais 
increased by studding-sail booms. She was not 
exactly square-rigged, inasmuch as her main- 
mast, though it bore a main-top sail and a span- 
ker, carried above, instead of a topgallant sail 
and royal, one triangular gaft-topsail, being 



carronades, as they ought to be, for a brig of, royal and topgallant sail in one. She lay very 



snug in the water, and seemed £o crouch upon 
it like a hound about to spring. Her canvas 
was lessened in such a way, that, although she 
appeared to carry, all sail, each sail was curtailed 
by reefing of its full breadth and din^nsidns. 
This was evidently an art to prevent entering 
die river and passing the pilot stations by day- 
light; a subterfuge that awakened the attention^ 
of the pilots, for a vessel never carried sail in 
this m^ner, in fair weather, unless there was 
some covert object in view. 

And a covert object the brigantine, or rather 
those who sailed in her, had in view. Dunstan 
had nearly guessed rioht. The vessel was a 
Spanish craft, and heavily armed. If we go be- 
fore Old Roger, and reach her deck in advance 
of him, we shall see that the whole aspect of \ ■ 
things on board Is decidedly foreign arid Cas- * 



Digitized 'by Google 



CONRADO DE BELTBiN. 



•4 



tilian. The veiy name of the brigantine, Lc^ 
Gertrvdis, betrayed ^ her to.be Spanish. The 
€brty men or more that are idling, in groups, 
About her decks, are attired in the picturesque 
scarlet, or blue »and ^yellow conical caps ot An- 
dalusia, and their small Jackets, thickly decked 
^vith braid and buttons, and slashed trowsers 
open to the knee^ bore the cut of theMediter- 
ranean sailors, I'heir swarthy or rich brown 
faces tell of thq olive fields of* southern Spain. 
'Some of the men are gathered in a group on the 
forecastle, looking wistfully towards the low, 
flat ostia of the Mississippi before them, looking 
more like leagues of meadow-land afloat, than, 
solid land. They see the elevated beacoti from 
•which Old Roger had been surveying them, and 
are trying to make out what it is. One, a hand- 
some fellow, with an eye ' like Mercury, and a 
voice sweet as David's in his youth, is singing a 
Sicilian hymn fbr mere pastime rather than from 
devotion. Amidships, two cooks are bu$ily em- 
. ployed in preparing supper, and the fragrance 
of coffee pervades the vessel. Kear the gang- 
way paces a man with a red sash about his waist, 
two ornamented pistols stuck in it, and carrying 
a naked cutlass in his hand. He Is a sentry. 
Fore and. aft, on both sides of the deck are can- 
non mounted pn carriages, with a pyramid of 
cannon balls piled, up between every two. 

Farther aft walks up and down a tall, thin, 
Spanish man ^ith a long nose, a long telescope 
and along cigar ! Hejs, by his appearance and 
duties, a quarter-master. The ^py-glass is sel- 
dom from his- eye; now sweeping the land, now 
the sea to the south and east of him. 

At the helm stands a through-looking sea- 
man, but whose wanji, dark eye shows his Cor- 
Bi(5an blood. He is directing the course of the 
vessel, in obedience to the voice of one who 
stands near him, and who, from his appearance, 
is the commander of the vessel. His height is 
above that of ordinary ijien, and commanding 
with more of the air of a nobleman of the Span- 
isfci court, than the captain of a brig of war. His 
bearing was cold and haughty; he spoke but 
few wordsr, and these as if with an effort. 1 He 
was exceedingly handsome, but there was in his 
eye danger to him who trusted it. His dress 
was that of an officer when at sea, commonplace 
and worn ; his hat even being torn, and more 
than one button being off his sea-coat. 

There was one other person, evidently be- 
low, for the fragrance of a cigar ascended from 
the skylight, through which was visible just a 



glimpse of all the kppointmenfi'orialtjxdndu^J^ * 
furnished cabin. But We will not, at present, * 
jgo into the cabin, as our business. Just now. Is 
on the deck. The /cold and haughty-looking 
Spaniard, after having given an order for a man 
to go into the fore-chains and heave tlie lead, 
walk^dk his deck slowly, with his hftuds be- 
hind him. 

" Quarter less six !" sang out the leadsman, . 
in a prolonged and musical tone. 

A mere lad, ^th a face more like a Saxon 
than a native of Spain, but whose dress and 
arms showed hitn to be an officer, repeated the 
cry to the captain. 

"The water shoals t^ responded he to ihe 
helmsman. " Art thou sure thou knoweat the 
channel?'* ; ' / 

" Without doubt, senor captain r 

" Go on, thfen ! But it is. at thy life's peril if 
thou gettest the brig into danger." 

The man slightly colored atid then grew pale, 
and listened with an anxious ear as if the T^rds 
of the chief had weakened his confidence in 
himself. 

" Half five !*' ^ang the helmsman, as he drew 
in his line. 

The oaf^tain pansed in his walk, and looked 
keenly ahead. Something met his eye which 
led him' to call, in electric tones : 

"Aloft, thete, two or three of you, and see if 
tha^ is a bar aheadJ Sir helmsman ! do you 
see that grayish line between us and the' mouth 
of the Pass ? Beware that we are not beached ! 
I know nothing of this shorje, and on your word 
that you have often .been in here, I have en- 
trusted her to you." - 

"It was some years ago^ senor," answered the 
man, with hesitation. The captain regarded his 
idsfie keenly for a moment, and then approaching 
the companion-way, where a crescent of pistols 
were stuck in serried array, ready for. the hand, , 
he took one of them, examined the cap witl^ 
coolness, and then cocking it, stood by the side 
of the steersman. Not a word did he litter, but 
the pther knew that if the brig struck he would 
be shot dead at his wheel. It would have re- 
quired a man of firm nerves to have steered a 
ship calmly and truly under such circumstances, v 
however perfect might be his knowledge of the 
channel. The man became deadly' pale, and 
once looked as if he would bring the brig round 
-and steer out into the Gulf; but he well knew 
tliatSQch tv course would not be consented to by 
the captain, and that he must either safely enter 
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* ^A^Asi, cartM4bi«rtfic^r Th^ oaptain seemed 
to read his rerj soul; to understand His feel- 
ings; to dirine his thoughts; to comprehend 
' his anfitness ; yet he did not remove him, bat 
seemed to stand waiting for the brig to miss the 
entrance to the Pass, in order to delight himself 
in the sweet revenge of shedding his blood. The 
helmsman, although he began to feel tha\ each 
moment might be his last^ yet did his best to 
keep the brigantine on her coarse. < 

"Five fathom I" called oat the leadsman, with 
an abrupt cry. Several of the men who were 
idfing about now started up and looked ahead. 

"What do you make out of that streak?" 
called the captain to one of the men who stood 
in the fore-topgallant cross-trees. 

"It seems to be a bar of sand, stretching from 
east to west^ senor, about a league from the 
shore I" was the response. 

"And-a-ha-a-ai^f four!" sang^'the leadsman, 
loud and long. 

"^edro Marcos I" impressively said the cap- 
tain to the steersman, " the brig draws seventeen 
feet forward r 

Pedro Marcos bit his nefcher Up till the blood 
sprung from it. He stretched his eyes to see if 
there were any signs of a deeper chanjiel. Now 
' he would luff a point, or a point and a half; and 
now he would keep away three points. Then 
he would come back to the middle cou^e. 
Never was a helmsman in sudi perplexity; never 
one steered a ship in such inortal terror. 

"Pour fathoms !'' sang the leadsman, as he 
wound in his dripping lead-line hand over hand. 
. " Four fathoms !" repeated the boyish officer 
to the quarter-deck. ' ^ 

"Four fathoms !" whispered the captain in the 
car of Pedro Marcos, tod smiled grimly, as if he 
would rather the brig should ground than he 
should not have the pleasure of killing the 
man. 
. The brig now neared the whitish-gray line^ 



which looked precisely like a sand-bar. The 
ci4>tain, who was. by no means indifferent to the 
safety of his vessel, ascended the main rigging 
to examine the approach to the Pass, which 
seemed to him to be defended by this extended 
beach. , But in a. moment or tWo after reachilij||; 
the top, he saw that what seemed to him a field 
of sand a quarter of a mile distant, was undolat- 
ing along its whole surface, like the rest of the 
waters of the Gvi^. Calling for his glass, which 
the boyish officer handed up to him, he saw that 
it was a fiel^ of muddy %ater, which the turbid 
Mississippi had discharged frpm its raouth, and 
borne a league seaward. The water of the river 
being lighter than the water of the Gulf, floated 
upon it, and refnsing to mingle, offered a de- 
fined and sharp outline between the twQ, that 
looked like the edge of a sand-bank^ 

While he was aloft the brigantine approached 
the floating line of fresh waier, and when once 
her length from it, seemed to be driving right 
upon a muddy shore. He felt a misgiving as he 
saw, beneath him, the bow prepared to cleave it ; 
but the cheering cry of the leadsman, as the cat- 
water turned up, like a plonghshare, the turbid 
fluid of " six fathoms V* which every man in the 
brig joyfully re-echoed, re-assured him. When 
the brig had gone half her length into the muddj^- 
milky water, there was presentrd\> his eye the"^ 
extraordinary appearance of a vessel being %et 
one and the same moment in sidt and fresh war 
ter ; and the line between them was so even that 
a rod could have been laid along it^i separating 
the rich green of the Gulf from ^e turbid and 
dirty cream of the Missi^ppi water, The sur- 
p^se of the crew when they found, their vessel 
leaving so sudden!^ the emerald sea, ai^d enter- 
ing upon' a river of liquid mud, was variously 
experienced ; and the apprehension with which 
they had watched the entratfce of the vessel upon 
the seemingly dangerous navigation^ waa re^ 
plaoed by admiratiQn« 
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" SjLTESi fatkoms f called out the leadsman, in 
a livelj tone, as the captain, after taking a sur- 
vey of the low, reedy shores which he was ap- 
proaching, descended to the deck. He saw that 
the natural color had come back to the cheek of 
the steersman, and confidence had taken the 
plice of defjpair. The sun was now on the very 
verge of the level horizon, and the captain saw 
that, daylight would soon disappear.' The leads- 
man's cry suddenly startled &U who were gaining 
confidence : 

" Quarter less four I" 

" Quarter less four V* sharply repeated the }>oy 
officer. 

" Dost thou hear that, Fedio ?" demanded the 
captain. * 

*' Senor, it is twelve years since I was here, 
and the mouth of this river is constantly chang- 
ing its depths ; and ^* The man hesitated. 

" And what ?" coolly demanded the captain, 
as he took up the pistol and began playing with 
the trigger. 

'** And I fear Ihat I may not be able to find iti 
Look I senor I I jsee a pilot boat coming out to 
ns ! Will you take a pilot and release me ?" 

** I took thee on board off Havana ! Thou 
ididst say that thou couldst pilot me into the 
Mississippi, n'ght or day ?" 

''I aould have done &o oncei'^ 



" Thou hast deceived me !" 

" No, senor," answered the man, looking like 
a corpse, as the leadsman called out, "Half 
three !" 

'^ Why hast ihon undertaken ^at which thon 
wert not fitted for?" 

" Hear me, senor. I heard that my mother, 
aged and infirm, and whom I left wickedly years 
ago, is near death, in New Orleans. I learned it 
from a coasting shallop. The skipper bore me 
a message from her, that if I valued her forgive- 
ness and blessing, she must see my face before 
she died. It was while I was in trouble to know 
how I should g^t there, tiiat your vessel came in 
sight wanting a pilot Wha#could I do, senor 
capitan ? Once I knew the river's mouth well ; 
but I was not prepared to find the channel so 
changed. Here, where we are, it ^sed to be 
deepest-^twenty fathom, at least—" 

^* Cease ! wilt thou resign the hehn, and stand 
out ifiere on the taffrail and be shot ?" 
^ " O, senor I my mother^I" 

" Hist ! Mind thy helm, and not be clasping 
4ihy hands !" 

" O, senor I niercy ! There comes a pilot boat ; 
80 you are. piloted in, you need no more 1" 

"Dost thou not kno¥( I want no landsman 
from the shore on l)oard my vessel, to betray, if 
he will, who I am ! My expedition is secret l" 
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\ " I know it, senoT capitan, but *' 

*' Three fathoms I" shouted the leadsman, wkh 
the qnick note of alarm. , 

" One foot to spare between the keel and tke 
bottom I" hoarsely, whispered the captain. 

Pedro Marcos cast a single glance at the face 
of the diief, and then quicker than thought, strik- 
ing down the. pistol, he deserted the helm and 
ran forward like a deer among the men. The 
captain could not follow him, as he had to snal 
the helm upon the instant, to prey^snt the vi 
broaching to ; and with admirable skill he wore 
round and just escaped beaching/ the vessel upon 
• a bar, every one on boiu-d feeling her touch the 
ground as she fell off and swung again intf deep 
water, on the opposite tack. No sooner had he 
succeeded in clearing her from the imminent 
peril than he laid the brigantine^ to the wind, 
and placing a nian at the helm, he caught up 
his pistol, and advancing a few paces towards 
the capstan, he said in a low voice that reached 
the most distant ear ; for every man was expect- 
ant and silent : * 

" Pedro Marcos ! come tSt, and stand and be 
shotr 

" Mercy, senor ! O, do not hold me, men ! 
Save me ! I have a mother who but waits to 
bless me ! Mates and friends, do not drag me !** 

''Let him alone! He shall come himself! 
Bvery order given in this brig is to be obeyed 
without the aid of others to enforce it. Wilt 
tiiiou come aft, hombre V 

"No,8enor! 0,no! Icannot! Iwillnotr I 
don't mean to disobey — but do not command me 
to come there, to be Ishot dead the next minute ! 
There is no priest! I . have sins, brothers ! I 
pannot die without coafessing my sins ! O, pity, 
pity, pity ! my poor old mother 1 Mercy, mercy, 
mercy, noble caj^in !'* 

*' Art thou oomnig ?'• cried the diief, in a tone 
of thunder. 

The man crawled rather ^an walked; he 
stopped and grovelled, and then raised his hands 
and eyes imploringly ; and then he came a little 
farther on liis hands and kbees ; and then he 
lingered as' if he woiild prolong his life all he 
could; but the steady voice of the captain drew 
him irresistiWy onward ; till he was within three 
yards of his executioner. Here, he rose to his 
knees, and wrung his hands and bent the most 
heart-rending looks of Entreaty upon the inexor- 
able and blood-loving man. 

" O, capitan ! O, do not kill me !'* 
' " Enough of this ! Thus perish all who d:ave 
to deceive me V* 



With these words the captain of the brigantiae 
advanced the three paces that separated him 
from his victim. Pedro seeing that his fate was 
inevitable, shut bis eyes and clasped his hands 
together upon his heart in anguish that may not 
be written ; the living only can know it wKen 
they are placed in a like situation. The pfstot 
was placed against his left temple, and as coolly 
as he would fire a ball through a plank, the 
captain discharged the contents of the pidtol 
into his brain. The murdered man fell forward 
dead, deluging the deck with the warm streanis 
of his life blood. • 

[aSB BNGBATIwe.] 

Scarcely had the smoke of the pistol which 
^ad done this execution cleared away, before a 
loud hail was heard to windward, and the cap- 
tain beheld a pilot boat close aboard of him. 
Withi^kwaiting to have his hail answered>^ Old 
RogcifRio had approached very near unnoticed 
during this scene, ran alongside, and lowering 
his sail, caught one of the steps of the gangway 
ladder with a short boat-hook, and held his boat 
to the brig^s side awhile Tirrel secured it^ Tho 
next moment the gray -haired old helmsman was 
standing before the captain on the ' dieck. The 
sun had set ; bat theie was still almost as much 
light as in full day. Roger, therefore, started 
back when he beheld the body of the unskilful 
steersman, and the inquiry whether they would 
not have a pilot, died u)ii#n his lips as he sur^ 
veyed the body aghast 

"What dost thou pale at, old man? Hast 
thou never beheld a dead man V' 

** He seems just killed V*^ 

" Not two minutes since ! He was a traitor 
to his duty and to mel I took him to pilot me 
into the river, and jou see where my vessel is,, 
and where he is I*' 

Old Roger 'felt not a little uncomfortable. He 
saw at a glance that he had volunteered in what 
he had best have left alone. He began, in truth, 
to believe Donstan was correct,, and that he had ■ ~ 
boarded a buccaneer's vessel. 

" This is strange doings," thought the old man, 
within himself ; " it can^t be denied the brig i» 
in a place she ought n^ever to have put her nose 
in ; but it seems hard to blow a poor fellow's 
brains out for missing the channel V , He then 
said aloud, and*boldty : 

" Captain, seein' your vessel was tryin* to get 
into the south-east Pass, which has been onnavi- 
gaUe for five* years, I thought I would offer yoa 
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my services, as I am a regular pilot. But, if you 
pkase, I will bid you good night. I fear that if 
I should miss U, I should lay alongside of that 
poor fellow ! 1 am an old man, ma^er, and 
having but little time to live, I want to make the 
most of it. I wish you a very good day !*' 

" Dost thou know the channel well into the 
. river ?" coolly asked the captain, as if he did not 
bear the old man's good day. 

" Yes, senor, but only &r honest keels !*' 

" "XovL are an old man, and have license. Aa 
I am to go into the river, you must pilot me !" 
/This was speken with a decision that caused 
Old Roger to ffsel very unpleasantly, especially 
as he found that as he proceeded to quit ^e brig- 
antine, the officer of the gangway stood before it 
wfth his naked cutlass. 

"You don*t mean to ma^e me pflot you in 
without my will T It is against law V* said Old 
Roger. 

** A pilot is bound, by law, to give his aid to 
every vessel who asks it I" 

" True, true I But-- — ** 
, •'' Take the helift, old man, or direct he who 
has it how to steer! Away .with this body! 
Pitch it over, with two twenty-eight pound shot 
at his heels!"' ' 

Old Roger saw that resistance would be in 
Tain ; that he was, in fact, a prisoner ; and put- 
ting the best face on the matter that he could, he 
walked aft, and telling Tirrel to take the helm, 
he took command of the vessel. The crew 
obeyed his orders, and the brigantine, instead of 
trying to enter the south-east Pass, changed her 
course and steered westwardly, to make th^ 
southwest entrance, our of which the pilot boat 
had come. The shot being fastened in bags to 
the feet of Pe^ro Marcos, four men raised him 
and pitched him over into the sea, with a heavy 
plash, and all was silent! A bucket or two of 
water washed die blood into the lee-scuppers, 
and all trace of the murder was obliteratiid, save 
from the book of the recording angel. 

The brig now run along, under full canvas, 
parallel with the land, Roger having had the 
' reefs shaken out as the first of his orders. .The 
twilight had by this tinke deepened into darkness, 
which was soon dissipated, however, by the 
radiance of the, full moon, which poured its 
volume of golden light across the level ocean. 

The captain of the brig seeiqg that his vessel 
was under the charg^ of a man who would con- 
duct her into the river safely, now drew near 
Roger, apd said : , " 



" I am fortunate, old man, in getting your aid. 
The villain who preceded you would have lost 
me my brig; but let him pass ! He has atoned 
for his ignorance or treachery, I know not which 
it was. What light is that inland V- « 
" It is a lantern on the lookout, sir !" 

"Has any vessel of war passed up to Kew 
Orleans within a few days ?" • 

'' Three weeks ago a sloop sailed up, senor. 

" Then my intelligence is true." 'Here he 
walked up the deck once and then returned, as 
if he was thinking closely ; as if the knowledge 
of the fact communicated by Roger annoyed him. 
Roger saw the effect it had upon him, and added, 
as if he wbuld increase it : 
. "xThe sloop is one of the best in the service, 
fiilly armed and manned, a fast sailer, and'^ith 
one of the fighting lads in command.** 

" indeed ! She is in the city, you suppose, or 
is she in thfe river V 

'* At anchor off the plaza, I hear." 

« Very well." , *, 

Here the brig began to enter the Pass, and the 
attention of Roger was directed to her move- 
ments ; for he was in great fear, lest, if by cliance 
he should ground the brig, he would be shot. 
He was, therefore, .very nervous Until h* saw the 
bri^fairly in the river, and abeam of the look- 
out. *He then brought her to, and said to the ' 
captain: 

" There is no further need of my services V* 

" Is the channel in the toiddle, the rest of the 
way V 

" Yes, ^ir. I never go above this." 

" So, good. Now as you have done your duty 
so faithfully, take, this gold. There are five 
ounces." ^ 

** It is more than the charge, sir !" 

"No matter, take it!" 

** No, sir, I will take only m^ee ! and all over 
that would be thy gift; and I will not take a gift 
from a man with a bloody hand !" 

"By the rood, old graybeard, I am half a 
mind that thou shalt stay on board ! A few days 
in irons would tame thy tongue !" 

" I ibn an American citizen, and I fear not to 
speak niy mind openly." 

" Well, go. ^Leave the l^rig forthwith I" 

"With many thanks to get off with my head 
bn my shoulders," answered the perverse and 
stout did Roger, as he stepped into his boat, 
where Tirrel had already preceded him. 

The cap^in m&de no reply, but turning away 
gave orders to square away the yards again aiid 
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jucend the riyer, whUe the pilot hoat flew to the 
shore. 

It was a heantifnl night. I^e wind was just 
strong enotigh' 10 take the vessel np the rirer, 
about five miles an hour. The banks on either 
hand looked like low green walls, between which 
thej were sailing. The moon's brightness gare 
almost the c^amess of noonday to the scene. 
Soon thej lost sight of the Gulf, and then of the 
Balize, with its hamlet of pilots^ houses, and then 
of the light on the lookout. All around thej 
were land locked, and peacefullj moving on the 
placid bosom of the father of waters, whose 
storms, however, when he is around in anger, 
wl^n the tdmado ploughs his depths, are almost 
8S fearful as those of the ocean. 

feeing that his brig was doing well, and onlj 
required to be kept in the middle of the stream, 
the captain left the deck to descend to the cabin, 
a small, half-grown little man, bj tt>o name of 
Tito, who might have been Mexican or half 
Indian, _his body servant, having called himi to 
supper. 

By morning the brigantine was sixty miles 
from sea, and about that distance from ]ISfew Or- 
leans. During the day she continued her course, 
but disguising her appearance by closing her 
ports, wjd housing her royal masts, and sending 



most of her men below, as they sailed in sight 
of pliintiitions, and of vessels passing down. By 
three hours before sunset, having sailed all day 
between ^erdant forests, with here and there a 
sugar fttate to relieve the wilderness-like aspect, 
the brig came to the English Turn. Kear here 
was a plantation, ornamented by a handsome 
viUa. Here the captain anchored, and went on 
shore with his mi^ Tito, whom he sent secre^ 
np to the city by land. After two hours' absence 
the captain returned from the villa, with whose 
owner he had had some secret communieatioi) ; 
and as the wind was fair and fresh, he made sail 
agun, and stood up towards the city. A hec^ 
wind, however, delayed them, and then a calm 
for two days. About the close of the third day 
the wind favored, and lour hours' run brought 
them in sight of the city, but after night had set 
in, andjt was ten o^lock before the brig anchored 
on the opposite shore, about a mile and a half 
below the grand plaza. 

Not ten minutes after she was safely moored, 
a boat left her side, containing a coxsWain, four 
oarsmen and^e captain. It reached the city 
about eleven o'clock, and as the captain landed 
he was niet by Tito, who, after the interchange 
of a few words, led him in a direction towards 
the heart of the city. 




Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER ni. 



A GOSSIPPINa CONVEBSATlOir. , 



In the most andent quarter of the citj^f New 
Orleans, there stands an antiquated building, 
which, from its size and the Moresoo , style of its 
architecture, must have been the abode, in the 
days of its earlier dignity, of an opulent and 
noted hidalgo, perhaps of the colonial governor 
himself. « 

The house has two fronts, facing each on fre- 
quented thoroughfares of the dty, one of which 
is ornamented with a projec^jting b«lcony and 
stained a dark buff color, while the other is of a 
deep gray tint, and has, a large gateway, with 
nar{ow windows pierced on either side of it; 
and over the arch of the gate or porUicocher, are 
seen three smallet openings of an oval shape, 
which are grated with strong bars of iron, near 
together, and placed transversely, as if on that 
floor had been, anciently, a prison; but a bird 
cage hanging in one of them showed that the 
apartments within were occupied by the family 
that might at present inhabit the mansion. 

It is two stories in height, with a battlemenV 
running round the eaves, upon the top of which 
stand several gigantic vases of stone ; one or two 
of wl^ch are shattered, and from others grow 
either sturdy orange trees or long grass waving 
in the wind. The heavy mullions of the win- 
dows, the carved grotesque heads that ornament 
the architrave, the heavy doors, double panneled 



and studded with iron-headed nails, all bear 
testimony to the strength and solidity of the 
edifice. 

Besides the two fronts there is ati alley, narrow 
and dark, which runs along by the third wall of 
the building, , le&ding to a court yard, enclosed 
by a very high wall ; the fourth side of the house 
forms one of the boundaries of the court. For 
some days prior to the opening Of our ^tory, this 
edifice had become an object of cu^osity to the 
inquisitive busy-bodies of the neighborhood. 
Hitherto, that is until it began to awaken this 
interest, it had been the abode of a wealthy 
Spaniard, from the island of Cuba, who, it was 
said, had been banished from that place for some 
differences of political opinion that existed be- 
tween him and the government. He seemed to 
be a quiet and domestic sort of caballero, who 
contented himself with smoking dgars, made of 
fine tobacco rolled\in cylinders of white paper, 
in his balcony window from morning tUl night i 
rejoicing in scarlet slippers or a bli^e vehet cap, 
with a tassel, and a massive gold chain about 
his n^ck. When he was not smoking he amused 
himself in pacing btfore the windows of his draw- 
ing-room, which, from the glimpses of its interior 
the neighbors got from time to time, was fur- 
nished with true Castilian magnificence. The 
exile was a tall, handsome, dark man, with the 
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least gray in th^ world mingled witVhis raven 
black hair and graceful monstache. The regu- 
larity of his habits at length ceased to attract at- 
tention, and he was sufTered to enjoy his scarlet 
slippers, red cap and paper cigars without moles- 
tation ; save that some gossips wondered that 
^body ever saw him go out ; and nobody ever 
entered there save a mysterious looking Cnban 
servant, who always carried a mysterious cov- 
ered basket with him. Indeed he was never 
seen without it, till it got to be inseparably asso- 
ciated in the neighbors' eyes with the man and 
^ the man with the basket. 

• ^ut there was another thing that moved the 

. curiosity of some of the people of the opposite 
tenements ; and this was the presence of a lady 
in the house — a lady young and surpassingly 
beautiful. No one could say that they had ever 
got a full and good sight of her face, but there 
were several who had caugHt glimpses of her 
figure through the window ; two or three who 
had .heard her speak ; and there was one little 
French wife of a shoemaker, who would have 
been willing to make oath on her husband's lap- 
stone, that she had heard her sing, and that she 
sang like an angel. 

" She can't be his wife," said the sour-visaged 
better half of a perruquier to her neighbor, Jean 
Pirot, the little manufacturer of bad cigars,, at 
one sou each, wTiose shop was four feet square, 
in a window recess. 

''An' why not, woman, why noti It were 
more likely to be his wife than his-^ — " 

"Daughter," said quickly the sharp-faced wo- 
man. " Fes, she Is his daughter; for she is too 
^ young to be his wife.** 

*' Yes, and I saw him put his arm about her' 
and draw her to him proud-like, as if he was her 
father," remarked a handsome young woman, 
who, standing in her doorway, was skilfully ar- 
ranging a bouquet of fresh flowers, to carry to the 
catiiedrfal as an offering to the Virgin. 

" Father or daughter," chimed in the cobbler's 
little wife to her husband, as he drove the last 
brad into the heel of a shoe, " they are, no doubt, 
great people, and do nobody harm. For my 
part Hike to see people live and stay at home !" 
Here she cast a hard look very significantly at 
her lord, whose propensities to wander forth at 
night to the theatre, or ihjB cafp round the cor- 
ner, to play dominoes till late bedtime, were 
weH known to the whole neighborhood. 

" It is very odd, though," remarked a thin 
Frenchman in roun^ iron spectacles, whose busi- 



ness was to extract spots from broadcloth gar- 
ments, by an invention of his own, which not 
only removed the spot bu,t the cloth also ; "it is 
bien drole he never comes ont in the day-time, 
but goes out at night !" ^ 

" Goes out by night !" repeated three or four 
voices ; and the little cobbler shook his head 
mystically, and his wife raised her eyes with sur- 
prise, " goes out by night !" 

" There is no doubt of it," said the meagre 
extracter of spots ; " I was, not long since, late 
at night coming home with some clothing,which 
I had been a great way to get, when, as I passed 
his gate, I saw him going in. He was just un- 
l«cking*to enter. I saw his face by the light of 
his cigar, which he putfed and illumined ftS I 
passed him. He wore a Spanish cloak, which 
covered him to his beard." 
, " Going in is nbt exactly coming out," philo- 
sophically remarked the cobbler. 

" Bat he must have come out before he could 
go in," very positively asserted the perrnquier, 
as if he were laying down a proposition that 
could not admit of disputation. 

" True, , true," ejaculated Jean, nodding his 
head affirmatively up and down, " I see, I see ! 
vous avczrais on, monsieur !" 

" But why does he keep his wife shut np so 
closely 1 I would like to know that !*' stoutly- 
observed the woman, with a sort of menacing 
look at the closed windows of the Moorish -look- 
ing house ; for this gossip took place at the door 
of a little wine shop, on the comer vis-a-vis with 
the mansion, and about twilight, an hour when 
all the working population desert their shops and 
back rooms io congregate on the trottoirs, to see 
and be ^een, gossip, and breathe ^e.air^. At 
such times all the important aflkirs of the neigh- 
borhood are discapsed, and everything hidden 
laid open to the prying eye of morbid curiosity. 

'■ Prove, woman, prove that it is his wife !" 
said the wine-seller, a short, stout-chested Italian, 
frorti the island of Sicily, with a dark, glittering 
eye, a pleasant smile and good teeth, and a beard 
ample and black. 

" He treats her too affectionate for that,'*- said 
the cobbler^s better ha)f, with another horrible 
leer at her lord, whiih contained a volume of 
silent reproof. 

"I s/iw him drew her to him and kiss her,** 
said the old mother of the wine-vender. "I sits 
here all day, and does nothin* but watches that 
house ; because I aip an old dame, and can do 
no work. I 've seen him," she added, in a trcm- 
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ulona, .palsied yoice^ "take her a about the waist 
aa-and pat her cheek just like a father. Ko, 
no, good neighbors, she be not his wife, be sure 
o'that." 

Here the old' woman thrust four fingers into a 
leathern s»ek that biuig at her girdle, and which 
would hold a^ut a pint of snuff, and abstract- 
ing a third of an ounce, began shoving it up her 
huge nostrils. 

" I, too, have «een persons go there and be 
admitted, and oome oat late at night," said a 
porter, who was passing witli hifl load and under- 
standing the subject of their gossip ; " mysterious ' 
looking people they were, too ; the secret way 
they acted, as if they'd like to be inyisible if 
they could." 

" There is no doubt^ something wrong there 
altogether," remarked the cobbler, gravely, as he 
peei:ed up at the house through his circular iron 
spectacles ; " the police guard ought ne'er to 
keep eyes 'off it. A whole year the man has 
lived there, and never yet had heel or sole tapped ; 
no doubt he keeps in to save shoe-leather, and 
starve tlJb honest cobbler." 

" No doubt, friends," said a itigged man, with 
a red nose, who seemed to have no other home 
than the wine shop, where he lounged the most 
of his time, " no doubt he^ has his reasons for 
this mystery, as you call it. He is an exile, that 
we know. He has, therefore, enemies who might 
follow him here and do him a mischief; for the 
sea between here and Havana is as open to th^ 
as it was to him. Perhaps he stays at home to 
keep frdm being made a sheath . for their Ijng 
knives." 

" Thou hast hit the peg on the head, friend, 
I'll warrant thee," said the cobbler, with empha- 
sis. " I see it all now as clear as an instep." 

" But how do you account' for the people sejen 
going in so secret at night?" inquired, scepti- 
cally, the porter, as he looked in the face of the 
man who had no home but the tap. 

*!* Those are doubtless his friends from Cuba, 
who are in the city on a visit, ajid go to see him 
secretly in order that when they return to Ha- 
vana the captain general may not suspect them 
of .mischief ; for I know enough to know that 
he has his hpies here, who watch every Cuban 
gentleman that comes to this city, Vith a hun- 
dred eyes, especially since the rumors aboijt the 
invasion." 

"This, then, makes all clear," said the cob- 
bler's wife, in a tone of satisfaction, " but I should 
like to know whether that be his daughter, and 



if so, why one so fair should keep iierself shut 
up like a nun^* 

■ " No doubt she loves to keep her father com- 
pany," answered the wine-sqjler. " Nothing is 
more naturaL" 

This rejoinder seemed to give general satisfac- 
tion, and as the shades of evening began to de- 
scend upon the streets, one neighbor after another 
sought his or her domicil in the rear of their 
respective shops ; and soon the street was quiet 
save the occasional step of a passer-by on l^is 
way to £ome appointment, or seekin^f his own 
pastime. 

From these gossippings the reader will see 
that the house was an object of sonft interest, or 
ratiier the character and .habits of its occupants, . 
in the neighborhood. The aspect of things con- 
tinued* pretty much the same as has been de- 
scribed by conversation, for some days after. ' 
The foreign gentleman smoked his paper cjgari- 
tos, and paced his balcony in his scarUt slippers 
and little fisherman's citp, and glimpses of a 
young and beautiful girl could be got from the 
street through ^the open folds of a rich orange- 
colore^ cur rain, that partly shaded the tall win- 
dows that opened on the balcony. The servant, 
with his mysterious basket, went out and came 
in after dark ; and twice the gentleman himself 
was seen to be admitted after the watchman had 
flhled his second hour. But no m<$re strangers 
were seen to apply for late entrrtice, as had been 
the case some weeks before ; so that at length 
the gossips ceased to regard the house, or trouble 
themselves any further about the habits of its 
occupants. 

At length, one clear moonlight night, about 
three weeks after the little bit of corikft goaslp 
we have defiled, just after the clock hac^ tolled 
twelve, and the ringing staves of the watchman 
had ceas d to echo along the avenues of the city, 
the gocd fulks in the vicinity of the caaa granda, 
as the mysterious house was called, were 
awakened by a guitar, accompanied by a manly 
voice that seemed to flow from a soul .full of 
melody. 

"Hist, wife5[* whispered the little cobblpr, 
giving his soporific dame a nudge in the ribs 
with hi^ elbow ; " dost hear that ?" 

" Yes, to be sare, man ; 'dost think I'm deaf, 
and have got no feeling in my ribs, that you 
should wake me up in this fashion V* 

" I wanted you to hear it. It is some gallant, 
I'll warrant me, that is serenading the exilo*8 
pretty daughter ; for it comes from that way." 
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l&erenpotilMHh got iip, nnder the inflttence of 
liyelj cariosity, to peep through their shatters. 
At die saiiie tiine the wine-'seller crept to his 
l&ttiee, and the t>efraqaler And his better half 
made their way to a broken pane in theif win- 
dow. Hie ejes of all w^re gratified at seeing 
under the dark shadows of the balcony^ a>darker 
flgare, leaning gracefoUy against one of the pil- 
lars that supported it, from whoin pr6ceeded the 
n&usic that swelled sd.sWeetly thi-oaghout the 
neighborhood. 

*^ A yoang mah aiid handsome to boot/' said 
the wifQ of the perraqaier. 

"What do^ ihovi know about handsome dieh, 
woman V* retorted the jealons perraqaier, sharp- 
ly." "Thoahadstbestbeifabed!'' 

''Not much since I have known thee, l^ierre 
Jacques," responded the lady ; " ^oa art not so 
well farored that I should, by peeing thee, know 
tfhat it is to know about handsome men.'^ ^ 

Pierre was silent. 

The singer was evidently young, for his voice 
had the rich modulation of youth ; but whether 
he.were handsome or no could not be discerned, 
inasmuch as the place where he stood was dark, 
and he wore his cloak as close about his face as 
he could to touch his guitar with freedom. 

"Whoever he ii|'\said the wine merchant to 



"I would be sworn,*' answered the cdUkfafi 
"you will neVcAtcb a gallant singing a wili^ 
ballad nnder his Udfi window. Hist V^ 

"Tfiere^fl a g^tan Ide (m ih« tAahj tflilb smI, 

Its air k ptafbined irith th» ftaVMiiM of flo#B!« $ 
Oflyjdoweit lady, fly tlrare with m«{ * 

To that pleaaant green Ide and its onnfs^ld bew«ni« 
Nor 80ihx>w nor care ahaU eYevi dome there, 
To cause thee a tear or bring thee a fear, 
If tho^ wUt now ilj) street maldeh, iHth Ilia, 
To liiy pleattnt green ftils in the mMst of tfa» MS. 

Then fly, lady lly, 

While the etarshi the tky 
Hold thdr torches of light to guide through the night 
Our t>ark of delight to dur home in the isle, 

The pteaatet green fsle^ 
fba sunny green isle, in the mid«t of the seiL^' 

" Bymy best flask of BcMrdeaux V* ejaculated 
the wine^seller, " but that is a right brave song^ 
and a fair challenge.'^ ^ ^ 
^ , " No doubt," said the cobbler ; " but thinkest 
thou he is king of an isle i Doabtless sack a 
king as Sancho Fanza, and such an island, too* 
But then one don't fooW for men to tell truth 
when they make love." 

" I always knew thou didst lie hard when thou, 
camest courting me," said his wife, gruffly ; 
" now do I know it. Out upon thee^ man I You 
told me thou wast worth five hundred crowns in 



the cobbler, whose window was next to his anA leather, and all the leather thou hadst was thy 



within low talkiag distance,/' he plays like a 
ma^r. N^'er heard I guitar struck with a 
touch like that !" 

"Nor I, by St. Crispin, nor I!" said the cob- 
bler, with admiring emphasis. "Dost under- 
stand his words 1" 

"Xisten } they are Spanish ! It is a song of 
lotel" • I \ 



own hide!" 

Here the cobbler smiled stealthfully in the 
dark, a sort of inaudible chuckle, at his having 
circumvented his wife In their courtship ; but as 
it was dark so that she could not see the smile^ 
he did not get his head broken. 
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tMb serenader now plmyed a spirited battle 
}>iece on his gttitar, and accompanied It with his 
voice, imitating a trumpet at the charge. \It 
Vas rery fine, and elicited the admiration of the 
whole of his inyisible audiehoeat garret and bed- 
room windows. This was followed by a song 
r^resenting the Arab's farewell to his steed J at 
the close of which, when the Arab refusing to 
s^ him, leaps into the fiaddle and gallops to- 
wards the desert like the wind, the serenader 
made the strings of his guitar ring and gallop 
in perfect imitation of the galloping 8teed> the 
neise receding and receding till it finally died 
aWay in the distance into silence. The cobbler 
and perruquier,who were both amateurs in their 
way, one on tiie Jewsharp and the other on casta- 
nets, here loudly encored, not a litde to the sur- 
prise Of the serenader, who, finding himself en- 
tertaining a larger audiepce than he contem- 
plated, threw his c|oak about him, and With his 
guitar beneath his arm waited slowly up the 
street, and disappeared in the darkness caused by 
a row of catalpa trees that grew ne^r the walls 
of the old Itrsuline Convent, which was on the 
adjacent square. The cobbler and his wife re- 
tired to their straw, the perruqnier and his wife 
once more courted sleep, and the bachelor wine- 
seller flung himself upon his cot mattress with a 
lighted dgar, add smoked himself into profound 
repose, as was his custom. 



Silence once more reigiled over the sC6'tie iHtfi- 
dnt. ^ The black shadows of the houses lay ovef 
half the breadth of the street, like a fathomless 
pobL^While the part 6n which the moon shone 
seefPl strewn with silver dust. If any curious 
eye had beeh watching the windows of the bal- 
cony, they w6uld hare seeii the green jalousiei^ 
slowly open and a female form, half concealed, 
half Visible, appear, and gaze tip and down the 
street. Then the hand glanced an instant, like 
a ray 6f light in the moon, as it cast over thd 
balcony a fioWer,' which fell ufiheeded to the 
sidewidk. 

In a few minutes the serenader re-ltppeared 
from the shadow of the convent walls^ and coin- 
ing again uhder the balcony caught up the fiow'ef, 
as if^ he had been looking for it, and placing^ 
it to ^is lips, glanced oncjB up to the balcony and 
then striking his guitar thrice, walked rapldljr 
away in the direction of the river. 

ttTe will how introduce the reader into the in- 
terior of the mansion at the moment when the 
first note of the serenader's vdice fell on the ears 
of the imhates. Late as the hoUr was, there werd 
two wax candles burning on a marble table in 
the drawing-room, which gave sufficient light to 
disclose the elegance of the apartment, which 
was furnished in the most luxurious Spanish 
style. At the tible sat a gentleman busily eil^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



20 



CONRADO DE BELTRAN. 



gaged in writing and replying to letters ; and 
opposite to bim sat a young lady, taking copies 
of the letters which hQ wrote, before he sealed 
and directed them. They had been three hours 
engaged in this occupation, interrupted at ii^ter- 
yals by conversiotions which the letters replied to 
elicited ; for that very evening a mail from Cuba 

' had brought them a large number of letters, 
which evidently were of the highest importance. 
They were all addressed to " Don Garcia de 
Armas." 

This was the name of the gentleman at the 
- table, who; from the scarlet slippers upon his 
feet, was clearly the same person whose retired 
habits had given food for gossip in the neighbor- 
hood. He was about fifty years of age, dark and 
handsome, with' black hair with a slight inclina- 
tion to turn gray, and an elegant moustache. His 
whole air and bearing was that of a finished gen- 

• tleman — a true Spanish cavalier of the ancient 
Castilian regime. - His senile was beautiful, and 
his air courageous and commanding. He was 
a person' for men to admire and women to con- 
fide in ; as if. both his heart and arm, his word 
and his honor, could be trusted. Upon his finger 
burned like a (jbal of fire, a superb diamond. A 
ruby of great bteauty glowed in his bosom, and 
as his dressing-gown was open, the hilt of a jew- 
elled dagger could be seen half exposed, as if 
accidentally. It being worn for use rather ^k^n 



,T&d 



beautifully shaped, a feature that distinguishes 

' peculiarly the nobles of Spain. 

But how shall our pen describe the youthful 
lady ? The words that we shall make use of to 
paint her in the glory of her beauty,, will hut 
feebly portray her. Imagine ah oval face, 'dark 
' brows, such as the Persian poets sayhouris in 
paradise have, eyes as black as night, but night 

4. with a star in its depths, and lashes that curve 
and sweep the cheek, giving twilight or mpming 
to the suns they shade, as they are lifted or cast 
down. Imagine that these /large, glorious, dark 
eyes are animated and living with fire of thought, 
glow of passion, warmth of aficction, and that 
they can communicate to the heart of the be 
holder all their intense emotions. Fancy a nose 
as pretty as Eve's nose must have been when she 
was created, fresl\ and faultless, out of the heart 
of Adam. As for the mouth, there is nothings to 
compare it with which it would not surpass. 
Cherries, looses, tulips, coral— it was more beau- 
tiful than either, or all combined ! In a word, it 
was a warm, poutingi> red, cupid-»haped, maiden- 



ly mouth, that would have, cheated a honey-bee 
into the belief that he had lighted upon some 
honeysuckle of a new genus, more richly lus- 
cious with sweets than any fiower it had e'er 
met in its flight. The olive cheek was delicately 
tinted with the color of the moss-rose leaf, and 
grew deeper with the depth of each emotion.^ 
Her forehead was as fair and smooth as the fra- 
grant magnolia leaf, and her dark rich hair was 
half-plain, half abounding in natural tresses, so 
that one could not decide whether the becoming 
style in which she wore it were all art or all na- 
ture, it was so tasteful and perfect a combitiation 
of the two. Her head, as she sat listenii^ to a 
letter the gentleman was* reading to her, was 
admirably cast, superbly set upon a queenly neck, 
blending grace in every motion with the repose 
of gentle dignity. Once, at a few words .in the 
letter which moved her, she raised it in a spirited 
manner, as the, Arabian courser or the forest fawn 
lifts the head to listen to the trumpet or the bay 
of the hunting hound. She wore a closely-fitting 
black velvet robe, ornamented at the cuffs and 
at the bosom^ which heaved in its jnaidenly 
undulations like a summer ocean : 

" •^— 7~ tblt sDd slow 
Ab the beaving tilde doth flew ; 
£Ter beaTiog, ne'er fit rest, 
There loTe rocketh to his rest ! 
Gently cradled on this bmpw, 
Seeketh love no other yUlow I" 

The maiden was not only beantifulj but ahe 
wa9 inielligfi^t and seiisible, as every line of her 
noble countemanee bore testimony. Sh» listened 
¥^th an appreciating and practical nndersttfido 
in|: aa the gentleman r^ad to her from the letter^ 
which showed that she wa4 werthy of the oonfi- 
denee which I24 seemed to repoeein her; for a| 
one thne he wQ«ld con/mH with her, while a( 
another fliey wonld compare opioiiMis. 

As we introduee.them to the reader they are 
engaged, the one reading from a letter, the other 
in bending t>ver and U^teoing, heri^reate^ pen 
held graeefodly in her hand. We wiU hear the 
close of 1^ letter^ which is the ninth that is to 
be read and responded to since th^ mail came in, 
It is the gentleman that reads : 

'* ' As to the means, senor,' says Sanchez 
Isnaga, ' those will not be wanting. The sinews 
of this enterprise are already collected and ready 
to be appropriated. It Is men-^it is troops we 
want. These must come from the Unired States, 
Our emissaries have visited several cities, and 
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learned if xnonej can be gnarnntied, men can be 
obtained. There are in the several towns of the 
VJnion hundreds of restless adrenturers who have 
fought on the fields of Mexico, who will rally to 
the standard of invasion, if officers can be obtain- 
ed to lead them. It is these we need. We must 
have men of character — ^gentlemen who hf^ve 
seen service, whose coarage in battle has been 
tried, end in whom their men will have confi- 
dence. This must ^ your task and province to 
look to, if yon will nndertako it. Your position, 
your wealth, your militaiy talents, your popular 
manners^ all point to you as the most efficient 
agent to secure the services of military Ameri- 
cans to take part in the enterprise. The subse- 
quent enlisting of followers will be their duty, 
not ypurs. Yon are authorized by the junta to 
command half a niilUon to secure the services of 
forty-five commissioned officers-and twenty-five 
hundred men. But the enclosed papers from 
the ' committee for the protection of Cuban in- 
terests ' will enter into particulars. There is no 
doubt that in six weeks, with secrecy and dili- 
gence, a liberating army of five thousand men 
may land upon our shores V ** 

" God grant it !" repeated the young girl, with 
a glowing cheek. 

" This letter gives me the full power I have 
been expecting. My interviews with these Amer- 
ican officers, from time to time, have not been 
thrown away. I now know whom to gain. The 
way is clear. I begin to feel, my child, ^hat 
Cuba will yet be free! Here is a letter from 
liOpez, who will soon be among us. He ^ays : 

" * The idea of creating a revolution in the 
^ island without foreign aid, is not to be held. The 
Cubans have so. long been bowing their necks 
' beneath the yoke of their masters, that they do 
not know how to act as becomes men ! They 
must have examples! They must be inspired 
by successes ! They must feel confident of the 
overthrow of the government before they will 
commit themselves. Therefore it is that these 
gentlemen and those j^ntlemen with whom I 
talk, although they smart under the tyranny they 
are victims of, say, * We dare not move in it ! If 
we fail after having committed ourselves, we are 
lost ! Strike a blow first, and if we see that the 
power of the captain-general totters, we will then 
put our hand to the lever, and topple him over !* 
Thus you see we must work with swords held 
in other men's hands. Our only resource is in 
the brave and woikmanlike Americans. There 
2 



are among them thousands of hearts that beat 
for us, and if the present enterprise is conducted 
with secrecy, it will be successful. I shall join 
you in a few days after this letter reaches yon. 
Be prompt, therefore, in securing your men, and 
let every precautionary means be used to ^nceal 
every step from the government. , Our last 
failure should teach us a lesson in the present' 
organization.' " 

"Noble and brave Karciso Lopez," said the 
maiden. '' He is a true hero, and will yet be the 
liberator of Cuba." 

" The afiair is coming to a crisis, Gertrude," 
said Don Garcia. ** Here are drafts fqr the large 
amount of money to be placed at my disposal ; 
and ,they are so prepared that they can be nego- 
tiated in this city. It is now time for me to act 
in earnest. The ten months I have been here 
made me acquainted with all the nuterials that 
I now need to work upon. To-day is the 8th 
of April. By the first of May a force will be in 
motion that shall make the throne of Spain 
tremble to its base ! Hast thou copied the letter 
in reply to Sepor Hernandez, that noble patriot 
son of a patriot sire y> 

" Here it is, dear father. He says he will come 
and take command in the liberating army. It 
is like him." / 

'^fere also is a letter I have written to young 
Se^l^e Macias, of Havana, who courto a posi- 
tion in the staff with General . But these 

appointments the An^erican general must him- 
self fill. It is due to him in courtesy." 

" I^o you think, sir, that this brave General 

, you speak of, will really take a command 

in the liberating army ?" 

" Without question. I shall, however, write 
to him tonight, informing him that all is now 
ready to organize, and that the expedition must 
sail as early as practicable ere its movements get 
to the ears of government, and obstacles, as be- ^ 
fore, be thrown in our way. Do you think that 
gallant young cavalry officer who came here 

three weeks ago with Cojonel , will consent 

to go?" 

The question caused a visible confusion—a 
pretty, maidenly confusion, to appear in the cheek 
of theSenorita Gertrude, and she dropped her 
eyes, and a sweet expression played about her 
mouthy as if the allusion pleased as much as it 
had surprised her. . , 

"I mean Captain de Clifford !" 

"Captain Clifford, sir? I do not think he 
will join, sir. He is a soldier of the American 
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army, and was attached to the staff. He would 
hardly resign." 

"He 'would he, of great senripe to onr cause, 
Gertrude. His rank, his familj, his fine cour- 
age, his. noble appearance, his popularity with 
his troop, who, I am told, would follow hiiA, if 
he would lead, to certain death. Young, ardent 
and experienced in war as he is, he must he 
gained over I" , 

" I would do ererything to gain him, father ; 
but I fear he will never desert his colors I" 

'* It would be no desertion of them— no dis- 
honor.** Let him resign, to unite his fortunes 
with ours, and share in the glory of the libera- 
tion of Cuba. You may hare influence with 
him, and I pray thee use it if he should call 
again." 

*J I promise to do so, father. The glory of 
Cuba is ne^t to my heart, and I will use every 
means that a maiden may to aidlier cause. But 
I fear I should have little influence with £1 Se- 
nor Captam Clifford." 

"What is that music? It is a guitar, is.it 
not?" 

" Yes—and a voice ! It is " 

"Who?" 

" I will go and see, sn*," she answered, check- 
ing herself, as if she was ashamed at betraying 
too openly the depth of her feelings. gj^ 



" It is some one honoring you with a serenade, 
my child. I am pleased at this. I do not like 
to have you so secluded and forgotten as circum- 
stances have rendered it necessary. It is doubt- 
less Don Bodrigo, or Senor de Alamo, our Cu- 
ban friends, who do you this honor.'' 

"Dost thou not know Don Bodrigo hath no 
voice to sing, father, and though Senor de Alamo 
sings, his voice never poured forth such rich 
tides of melody !" 

" Thine ear, child, is better tuned than mine. 
Whose voice and sltill is it, think you 1" 

" It is doubtless Captain Clifford's voice, sir,** 
she answered demurely, as she stood within the 
drapery of the window to listen, with a heart 
bounding and a cheek glowing. 

At length thd serenade ceased, and she saw 
and recognized his form as he crossed the moon-^ 
light in his retreat. She gazed after him a mo- 
ment, and seeing him linger in the shade of the 
convent, she hastened to her escritoire, wrote a 
line upon a slip of paper, wrapped it about arose . 
which she plucked from a vase in the window, 
tied it with a tress of her shining dark hair, and 
opening the lattice, waved her snowy arm and 
flung it over the balcony. She watched, unseen, 
till he picked it up, and then re>entering the 
room resumed her copying, but with, a pen thai 
traced the lines with many a blot. 
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TttB serenader had no sooner left the shadow 
of the balcony, after he ha4 picked up the rose, 
«than a peison, hitherto unseen, stole forth from 
the covert of one of the tiled-roofed piazzas that 
projected across the walk that passed the wine- 
shop. He had been standing with another man 
for some time in the secrecy of his concealment, 
gazing up to the windows of the Casa Granda 
opposite with intense interest, even before the 
serenader had made his appearance ; their pres- 
ence, therefore, had no connection with that of 
the cavalry officer. 

" Art thou sure that this is the house, Tito V* 
ho had said in a low whisper when they both 
first stopped under the stoop. 

The person to whom' he spoke had a small, 
undersized figure, attired in a tight-fitting sail- 
or's jacket, properly ornamented with bell-but- 
tons.' He wore striped Mexican trowsers, se- 
cured at the waist by a red, Spanish sash wound 
several times around the body. In the sash was 
stuck a knife, and out of its folds protruded the 
butt of a small pistol. Hanging from his left 
shoulder, like a short cloak, was his outer jacket. 
He had upon his perfumed locks a blue and red 
striped cap, the tassel of which hung over his 
eyes, half-hiding, half-revealing the blackest 
pair of wicked, assassin-like orbs that were ever 
planted beneath a pair of dark brows. 

This diminutive and fanciful looking little 
man was plainly inferior in rank to the individ- 
ual with whom he was in company. The latter 
was plainly a gentleman. His dress, air and 
tone bespoke the man of breeding. His age 
was full forty-five, yet he carried his years well, 
and would have passed for a much more youth- 
ful man. In person he was commanding, and 
had a haughty carriage that seemed habitual to 
him. 

They had approached the corner of the street 



together from the direction of the river, 
smaller and inferior man going before, as if 
serving as a guide ; the other, showing by his 
nnpertain step that he was a stranger in the 
dty, or, at least, to diat quarter of it. When 
they reached the comer, the serenader, as we 
have already remarked, had not yet come, upon 
the ground. 

" There is no mistake, senor capitan," an- 
swered the man, touching his cap respectfully. 
" I saw him on the balcony ^twice to-day, and 
made sure that it was he." 

** You say you saw not the Donna G«rtmde 
herself. How can you be certain that she is also 
here?" 

m never do things by halves, senor. I made 
in^ry of a garrulous cobbler, whose stall is 
hereabouts, and hev assured me that there was a 
young lady in the house, and that Don Garcia 
certainly Uved here. By the mass ! The cobbler 
would have to|^ me, from his own invention, 
the history of their lives ; ai^d begun by trying 
to make me understand that the mysterious ca- 
ballero was at least a pbber-chief and ran away 
with the lovely lady. But finding I knew more 
than he did Jie would have pushed me ! But I 
did not gratify him V* 

" Will you silence your tongue, Tito ? If this 
is the house, let us not bring notice upon our- 
selves. Those jalousies may conceal observing 
eyes!" Here the cavalier paced up and down 
thoughtfully, from time to time pausing in his 
walk to look up to the windows. 

" All is silent ! Doubtless she sleeps ! Sweet 
and pleasant be thy dreams, fair and proud one J 
Dost thou ever dream of me ! Ah, that I could 
make thee^ love me ! that I had some potent 
spell, some cunning love-powder, that would 
cause thee to turn upon me those glorious eyes 

kindness. Fortune has discovered thee to 
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my research — knd if once we meet, love or hate, 
thoa and I mnst nerer part more ! This I swear 
by my hopes of heaven ! Ah, prond beauty I If 
I may not win thee with thy consent, I will win 
thee without it I Life is misery without thy 
love ! Once mine, cannot I teadi thee by gen- 
tleness and tenderness, to give me thy love! 
3y the holy rood, I'll make the attempt I" 

''Senor, some one approaches T' said Tito, 
softly, as with one hand he pointed up the street, 
and with the other instinctively touched his 
dagger-hilt. 
- " Don*t be too quic^ to use thy stieel ! Orleans 
is not Havana, where a man may do a deed of 
blood without peril to* himself. Put up thy 
knife, and stand back and let the person go on ! 
We need not in this city look upon every man 
we meet as a foe ! Learn peace, fellow I" 

<' I will always look upon men as foes," mur- 
mured Tito ; ** I nor thou have not anythhig to 
fear on 'the earth but our fellow-men. See, it is 
a cavalier." 

"Yes, he treads like a soldier; he stops be- 
neath the balcony. See, he displays a guitar. 
Does he intend to serenade the lady, Tito?" 
muttered the Spaniard through his shut teeth. 

" ShaU I kill him if he does V* 

"No — ^no! Be quiet, villain! My foes are 
too high for thy steel ! I have weapons an^an 
Qde them if need be unto death ! He strikeHhe 
strings, and begins to sing I" 

The Spaniard listened with impatience that 
scarcely could be controlled, to the song, the 
words of whi^h we have already given; and 
also endured the subsequent passages upon the 
guitar. But it Was painful endurance. With 
his hands clutched, his teeth set, his eyes glanc- 
ing fire, he waited till he had ended the serenade, 
and he saw him walk away towards the convent. 
He lingered to watch the balcony to see if any 
signs of the serenade having been heard or the 
serenader noticed, and was about to follow the 
retiring lover, when the quick eyes of Tito 
caught the gentle motion of the jalousies. 

" — 'st, senor captain ! there is movement up 
vihere !" 

The Spaniard looked quickly up again, and 
saw the blinds slowly open; he then saw the 
lady appear, as we have described her, half vis- 
ible, and beheld her look earnestly in the direc- 
tion taken by^the serenader. He saw her toss 
the rose over the balustrade, and the rapid re- 
turn of the stranger to take it up. 

" This is a fair business — ^a fair business !'' he 



muttered. " So, the icy-hearted I>onna Grer' 
trude has warmed at last and has a Mver." 

" Shall I pick it up, senor V officiously asked 
Tito. ' ' 

" No, let it lay. He should have what is sent 
to him. If need be, we can take it from him 
afterwards." 

" That will be better, senor. Things that are 
taken in combat are worth more for it." 

They remained quiet while the young man 
passed and seized the bouquet, pressing it to hi» 
lips, an act which the Spaniard from his covert 
beheld with rage, and echoed with a curse. 

" Now you have a foe as well as a mistress,, 
senor," said Tito; "there is nothing like in- 
creasing one's circle of friends." ' 

" Silence ! your tongue is too free !" * 

" It is a blessed thing it is free, your worship j 
for, if it were tied, I should talk through my 
nose, which would be extremely disagreeable." 

" Look yofi, Tito ! Do you not 8e« an object 
where the rose fell ? Cross the street and ex- 
amine." X 

" I see something, senor ;' but it is not likely 
she dropped a second bouquet for you, for doubt- 
less she thinks you are far over the sea." 

" If she thinks of me at all," sighed the Span- 
iard within himself. " Go and pick it up." 

Tito instantly returned and placed in his hand 
what he had found, saying : 

" It seems to be a twisted billet doux, aenor, 
tied about loosely with a strand of hair." 

The Castilian stranger grasped it froni his 
hand, and walking quickly round the comer into 
the moonlight, examined it.^ It was a sli^ of 
paper and a tress of hair. He opened the paper 
and read by moonlight, these words : 

"If Captain Clifford will do her the honor to 
call at eight o'clock lo-mon-ow evening, Donna ' 
Gertrude will thank him for the serenade." 

Upon reading this, the gentleman convulsively 
clutched it in his fingers, aud shook his clenched 
hand as if at his invisible destiny, — he bit his 
lip till the blood sprung in drops. Tito, watched 
his emotion with interest, yet with coolness. 

" Bad news, senor ?" 

" Do not speak ! Silence ! This is madness V* 

"Is it not Donna Gertrude after alii" 

"She? Yes, herself— her very self, with all 
her old disdain ! 0, yes, you have showed me * 
the right house ! I saw her face-rher sculptured 
arm waving in the moon ! I Jiere read her hand- 
writing I O yes, it is she /" All this was spoken 
in a tone of intense and scornful passion. "It 
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is shel ajQd this writing 1 It was * doubtless 
-wrapped about the bouquet, and bound with 
her hair, too ! it was disengaged in striking the 
parement, and he bore off only the rose \" 

" It was enough for him!\ Yoo have the hair, 
senor, and the note,. and can't complain." 

''Nevertheless, that rose (Shall cost^him his 
life— that sang shall be his death-song !" 

"Let us hasten after him, senorl He has 
already got out of sight !" ' ' 

^ "No!" 

"We shall lose him!" 

" 0, no ! I have his name here." 

"May I ask what it is?" 

"Clifford." 

Tito started ; he seemed interested. 

"What other name?" 

'• Captain Cliffo/d, says the note." 

" Por Dios ! I knew I had heard that voice !" 
cried Tito, starting off upon a run, his hand « on 
his dirk. 

" Come back ! whither do you go so fast ?" 

" To bury my knife in his heart !" 

" Wilt thou come back 1 If you do not obey 
me, I will thrust "taiy sword through and through 
your little body ! He is my foe, not yours, mal- 
dito." 

"Mine first, your worship," responded Tito, 
slowly returning to the comer. 

" How yours?" 

" I knew that voice bad been heard by me 
before, and so I wanted to kill him. He was in 
Mexico. He killed my master !" 

" You ajpe mistaken.'* 

** No t it was at the city of Mexico when lop 
Americanos entered. My master, you know;, 
was general of cavalry. He was defending a 
battery. I was by his side when the American 
captain came charging up the street at the head 
of a score of his horsemen. He ordered my 
master to surrender, who disdaining to yield his 
sword, attempted to take him prisoner, whep 
this Captain CKfford— I know him teell— fe^t 
him down at a blow to the very chine. He then 
rode over me as if I had been carrion. I will 
kill him, senor!" he added, deliberately. 
, " Not until I have met him. He is my rival 
— Ijis life is sacred to jie, Tito ; and, if after I 
have avenged myself upon him and he breathes, 
you shall have your vengeance, also." . 
, "I suppose I'piust obey, senor; but we are 
losing time while .he is gaining on us. It will 
be too late to find him if we do not fpllow him ?" 
"Vamos, entouces!" cried the Castiljan, as 



he threw his |cl0ak across his left shoulder and 
moved on after his servant, whose anxiety to 
come in sight of the serenader sent him far ahead 
of his master. The latter walked on with 8wifl*%^ 
strides, and both were soon lost to the eyes of a 
gendarme, who from his guard-box near had 
kept his watchful eyes upon the two men with 
curiosity to ascertain their motive in seeking 
concealment in the dark Covert of the roof that 
projected over the pavement. 

" Love, not murder," said the man, senten- 
tiously, as he resumed his promenade upon his 
"beat." . ^ 

The young American officer having^ disap- 
peared from the eyes of the Castilian and his 
servant, walked on his way towards the river- 
side along a narrow street, which was almost in 
deep darkness from the height of the walls of 
the houses on either side. Not a ray of the 
moon fell upon its pavement ; and not a light, 
save one solitary glimmer from an obscure habi- 
tation, was visible. Edward Clifford stopped . 
opposite this dwelling, which Was one of those 
French maisons — half shop, half house, so fre- 
quent in this city. He tapped lightly at the 
door, and the small lattice above was darkened 
by a human bead. 

" Qui va la ?" demanded the man, in the voice 
end words x)f a sentry, challenging. 

"Me, Giberto.'' , 

" Ah, bneno ! I will come down and let you 
in," answered the man, in Spanish but -with i^ 
Mexican accent,* and the next moment the door 
was unbarred and unlocked with no little bustle, 
as if the inmate kept himself secured as ifhe* 
were in a castle. 

" You keep up your old habits, Giberto, of 
locking and barring, I see,'' said Clifford, as he 
passed by a descending step into a low, dark 
apartment that was strong with the smeU of 
fresh tobacco. 

" Si, senor captain. It is hard to give up the 
habits of an old soldier. Twenty years did I 
serve in the castle of Chepultepec; and now I 
am a quiet citizen and live peaceably in the roll- 
ing and vending cigars. I must, nevertheless, 
lock fast and strong. One feels safer, and can't 
be taken by surprisa»by an enemy." 

While Giberto was talking he was busily bar* 
ring up the door again ; he then passed a chain 
across the lock, having previously turned a mas- 
sive key round in its wards. He then led the 
way u]i a narrow stair, from which came the ra- 
diance of a candle in the room above. 
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Whb27 Clifford had reached the room he sat 
down upon a straw-platted chair which the Mex> 
ican offered him, andihen removing his biyqpac 
cap^he laid his guitar down and glanced in- 
qnisitively about the apartment. It did not pre- 
|ent many objects to fix his attention. The 
room itself was not more than four paces each 
way, had rough walls — white-washed once, but 
DOW brown with tobacco smoke, which seemed 
to constitute its, native atmosphere. A low cot 
in one corner, a blue chest in another, a pyramid 
of cigar-boxes in a third, and a pile of tobacco 
in the fourth, completed the chief part of the 
co^itents of th»room. There was a little round- 
stone which served to hold a loaf of bread, a 
coffee cup and a plate of garlic or tortillasr^the 
debris of which still remained upon it with the. 
candle, which was stuck in the muzzle of an old 
pistol for a candle-stick, the muzzle being kept 
upright by being secured in a block of wood. 
A crucifix of black wood hung on a nail over 
a leathern case that hel^ a razor, which was 
flanked by a bit of broken looking-glass. Above 
the door was a rack or pair of beckets, in which 
was swung an old musket, and above the musket 
hung a huge broad-curved sword, such as are 
used in the Mexican artillery. There was also 
a*n ancient dagger driven strongly into the par- 
tition by the side of the door, on which was sus- 



pended a yellow Mexican tmiform coat for. ft 
sergeant's grade, and with it a belt and breast- 
plate, on which was displayed the Mexican eagle 
trampling upon a serpent. 

"You stIU retain your old friend^, Giberto, 
and your little domicil looks as warlike as your 
old guard-house used to." 

" I don't know, senor, when I may get tired 
of making cig«rs and being a quiet citizen, and 
may want to take up arms again." 

" You must get a wife, now, Giberto. . Noth- 
ing like a domestic partner to keep a man in 
oiie spot." 

The Mexican sergeant grimly smiled and 
shook his head as he stroked his grisly mous- 
tache. 

" The women do for young men. I am get- 
ting old, senor. Besides, I love my freedom. 
What could I do with a woman ? I could not 
si^ my coffee in peace for her gossip. Besides, 
I love to be alone; with a wife always al^out, 
one can never be by himself. I don't want a 
wife. They'll do for Tools or young men ! wo- 
men don't understand old soldiers, and would 
play the mischief with, their comforts. Here 
you see, I can sit up till midnight, and smoke 
and be quiet till I feel like going to sleep; 
whereas, if I had a wife, it would be, ' Giberto, 
hombre, come to bed ! Giberto, bruto, put out 

\ 
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the* candle, I can't sleep I GlbertOfVilano, jou 
are stifling mj nose with your smoking ! Gib< 
. erto ! Giberto ! Giberto I' Ah, senor capitan, 
let us not talk of wiyes V 

The cayalry officer smiled and colored as be 
said, gajlj: 

" You are a woman-hater, I see, Giberto« We 
won't talk abont your wife, but we '11 talk about 
miner 

"Ah, bueno! with the greatest pleasure in 
the world, senor! You are young and should 
take a wife. . You can then mould and form 
your habits while they are pliant, till you can 
inarch together at lock-step without treading on 
each other's heels ; but an old moustache can 
never get into new habits. It is like breaking 
his back." 

"You are not old — ^not forty-eight, are you 
Giberto 1" 

" Fifty-four last Easter ere, senor. Tet I am 
not an old man ; for I am strong as ever, save 
Jhe wound I got at the castle— it makes me limp 
a little. Ah^ senor, when I think of that day« 
and how you saved me from the bayonets of the 
two Kentucky grenadiers after I was struck 
down, I feel that I can never forget you or feel 
too grateful to you 1 I would follow you to the 
world's end; for my life is yours I" 

Here the stout soldier's voice was thick with 
emotion; and he laid his hand impressively 
upon his heart, while his eyes looked gratitude 
and devotion. 

" You have returned it more than once, Gib- 
erto," answered Clifford. 

" I ? no, senor ! I have done nothing. It is 
true I exposed myself afterwards by coming 
seeretly to your quarters in the city to see you 
and thank you ; and for this when I was arrested 
on suspicion of favoring the Americans, you ob- 
tained my release, or I should have been shot. 
But you came with an order from Governor 
Quitman, and my prison doors were thrown 
open. Ah, senor capitan, I am a rough soldier,, 
but I know how to be grateful. And more, 
when you found that my countrymen were my 
enemies, and that my life would be forfeited as 
soon as the Ameri^^army should evacuate the 
city^ you promisccHp your protection in your 
Own land. And y5u .have not falsified your 
pledge. I am here in safety and doing well !" 

" I hope you make money, Giberto V* 

" Yes, I can't complain. Industry will bring 
gold. I am content. You honor me by no- 
ticing me 1 Tills is twice you have visited my 



poor shop. Did the cigars please you you had 
from me last Tuesday !" 

" They were the pure pun>s, Giberto." 

"I know them to be excellent. They are* 
such as I make for Pon Grarda. And he sends 
his tobacco to me, which his servant gets, he 
informs me, from an estate of his in Cuba. 
There is not so good a judge of a good cigar or 
cigaritto, as Don Garcia." 

"Do you speak of Don Garcia de Armas ?" 

"Lo mismo, senor! That is his name. I 
have never seen him. He buys through his ser- 
vant, who is a Cuban, a man of shrewd wit, and 
hath the learning of a padre." 

"Then you make cigars for Don Garcia," 
remarked or rather soliloquized Clifford, as if 
he was reflecting what might be made out of 
the fact. 

"You have called here late, senor capitan? 
It must be, at least I hope so, to get me to serve 
thee in some way. Dost thou want gold? I 
have a hundred onzas at thy service. Young 
gallants sometimes miscalculate the. depth of 
their purses. Hy gold will be at good interest 
with thee and safer than in my chest — fires, you 
know, robbers, a hundred accidents — " 

" Nay, good Giberto, not gold. If I need it, 
I will not fail to ask thee." 

'%(rhou wilt do me a kindness if thou wilt." 

"Dost, thou know the history of this Don 
Garcia?" 

" Pieces of it, here and there, as the servant 
chose to communicate." • A 

"He is an exile, I learn, from Cuba?" 

"Yes, sent from the island for being engaged 
in the affair of last fall, which was nipped in the 
bud by the tfnited States squadron blockading 
the troops on Cat Island. He was a leader in 
the junta of conspirators ; and his name com- 
ing out, he had to fly, only in time to save his 
head, and after the captain-general found he had 
gone, he banished him in a formal manner." 

"This I had partly understood. He has a 
daughter?" ' ^ 

" So I was told by the man; but I have never 
seen her." 

"I have. Listen to a few words from me, 
Giberto." 

" A thousand, senor capitan. I see now that 
the wife is coming !" 

" Ah, I fear me not, Giberto K I do not feel 
so sanguine. But I wish to consult with you, 
and therefore I called here. It was on the im- 
pulse of the moment, finding myself near your 
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[Ihop and seeing the light from the window. 
You are discreet, sensible, wise and cool. This 
• noble 'e:$ile has a daughter about nineteen years 
old, as beautiful as a Madonna ! I have seen 
her three times, and to-night, a fourth time had 
a glimpse of her lovely person. You shall hear 
how it was, and then, perhaps, you can be of 
assistance to me in furthering my object, should 
'obstacles intervene, as is more thaa likely." 

" I will aid you all in my poor ability, senor 
capitan, either in carrying billets^ or in carrying 
her off," answered the soldier, as he lighted a 
fresh cigar, though not without first proffering 
one to his guest, who was too much in love even 
to smoke. 

"Four weeks ago, Giberto, I chanced to 
lounge into the chapel of the old Convent des 
Ursulines when mass was over. The church 
seemed deserted, and I was walking round gaz- 
ing at the pictures and paintings, when I saw 
before a shrine of the Virgin a young girl kneel- 
ing and praying from her golden missal. Upon 
seeing* me, she rose in some embarrassment, 
blushed deeply, and threw her veil over her face, 
but not before had I discovered it to be beautiful 
beyond any female face I had ever^beheld or 
dreamed of. I stood entranced for an instant, 
feeling all the blood in my veins rushing to my 
heart. The superb grace of her movements as 
she slowly retired, the undulating motion of her 
floating figure, intoxicated my senses. As she 
gceached the entrance of the chapel, she stopped 
™o dip her finger in the font of holy water, i^nd 
turning, she faced the high altar, and gracefqlly 
kneeling for an instant in homage to the image 
of the crucified Saviour' there enthroned, she 
crossed her brow and bosom with the liquid drops, 
and then disappeared from my eyes like a vision 
when one is suddenly awakened. My first ims- 
pulse was to follow her, to ascertain if so charm- 
ing a creature had an earthly abode. I felt that 
my happiness depended on seeing and speaking 
with her, on loving and being loved. I hastened 
to leave the chapel, and as I reached the door, I 
saw on the pavement near the font where she 
had kneeled, a glove of rose-color. I caught it 
up and pressed it to my lips with rapture, and 
then gazing on the pretty toy, I saw that it had 
a clasp of three small diamonds at the wrist. I 
was tempted to, kneel where she l^nelt and to dip 
my finger into the font where she had dipped ; 
but I feared it would be sacrilege as I am not a 
Catholic, and it would have been prompted more 
from adoration than from pious sentiments." 
/ 



" You did well, senor capitan. SaCred things 
are too mysterious to be treated lightly," ol>- 
served the artillery- man, devoutly crossing him- 
self upon the breast of his jacket, which was a 
sort of blue undress fatigue coat, a relic of the 
past. '\ But pardon, senor !" 

** I followed her at once to restore her the 
glove, on the inside of the diamond dssp of 
which I also discovered the name, '' Gbbtrui>b 
DB Armas." This name I had heafd^once 
before at a dinnerparty, where some officers had 
spoken of having heard of such a lady, the 
daughter of an exile who dwelt very retired, and 
was remarkable for her uncommon, loveliness. 
Upon gaining the street, I saw her followed by a 
Ihin, tall, yellow slave, who had wfulted in the 
vestibule for her to come out of the chapel. I 
hastened to overtake her, which I did as she 
stopped at a large green gate that opened into 
the court of a Spanish house near the convent.'* 

" The casa granda, senor. I have seen it and 
know it from the servant's description ; and the 
tall slave you speak of is the very Cuban who 
comes after cigarittos. He is not a mulatto, but 
I think partly Indian and Spanjlsh Cubans Yon 
described him exactly as tall, ihln and yellow. 
But pardon, senor capitan I" 

" While the attendant was applying a key to 
the lock, I came near and presented her with the 
glove, saying I had picked it up in the chapel, 
and presumed it had been dropped by her. She 
received it, Giberto, with a smile of ravishing 
sweetness, and thanked me in a voice of the 
moat charming music, and added that I had 
given myself a great deal of trouble to restore 
so trifling a loss." 

" Then, senorita," said I, " allo^ me 1>o reftin 
the glove, leaving with you the bracelet which 
contains your name. The glove will be an in- 
valuable treasure to me." 

Upon this she looked prettily confused, and 
seemed to hesitate whether to comply or not with 
my bold .request ; at length she said, smiling : 

" I fear, senor, you would value it lightly. I 
think I will keep it ; or else if L give it to yon, 
you will esteem it more than you ought, as we 
are strangers." |||| 

"Strangers may becom^friends when they 
know one another better, senora," I replied. 
She then seemed to survey me comprehensively 
from head to foot, as if she would see whether I 
ought to be encouraged, and then, as if satisfied 
with this womanly scrutiny of my propriety, she , 
said, in the most gracious manner imaginable : 
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*' You are an American officer, senor?" 

"At your service, fair senorita," I responded. 

"My father hks great respect for American 
soldiers," she ^ded. " If you think it worth 
your while, he would be pleased no doubt to 
cultivate your acquaintance.** 

'* Excelente, senor ! This was acting like a 
lady at once. None of your hypocrisy llbout 
that. She liked your looks, capitan, and she 
thought she should like to know more of you. 
Commend me to her for a brave hearted woman." 

" So I thought ; for there was no boldneSs in 
this — but rather that frank, confiding manner 
which enchants one in all Spanish ladies." 

'* Tes, Spanish ladies are more like tr|ie gen- 
tlemen than any women in the world.** 

"Wen remarked and truly said, Giberto. 
There is a certain gentlemanly courtesy about 
them that is very striking and captivating, They 
seem to imderstand and have a fellow-feeling 
with a true gentleman. I, of course, profoundly 
thanked Donna Gertrude, and promised to do 
myself the honor of paying my resj)ects at an 
early day to her Cather. Well, my good Giberto, 
I could not sleep, you may be assured, that 
night, for thinking of her. I thought over and 
over again all that she had said to me, recalled 
her beautiful face, her beaming smile, the splen- 
dor of her eyes, the richness of her lips ; the 
grace and charm of every word and movement.'* 

" That's the witchery of these pretty women, 
senor ! Let them once get their eyes upon you, 
and you might as well surrender at once. Now, 
a man, we can knock him down or bayonet him 
if he looks saucily at you out of his eyes — ^buta 
pretty lass! Ojalal the more impertinent they 
look at you the more like a siWple bobo a man 
feels. • I would rather meet a charge of infan- 
try than be |n the power of three cTf these 
pretty women ! The saints preserve me from 
them 1** Here Giberto lighted a fresh cigar au4 
puffed away with a resolute expression about his 
mouth,' that seeitfed to say that he would die 
before he would yield to los dwJUitas, " No wo- 
man shall never rob me of sleep, senor, capitan I 
Pardon!'* 

" The next day I arrayed myself with particu- 
lar care and called at the casa of Don Garcia, 
Bending up my card. The daughter received 
me with charming courtesy, and presenting me 
to her noble-loolung father, I wa^ soon made to 
feel perfectly at home. Don Garcia priiised the 
courage of our army in Mexico, the generalship 
of our leaders, and praised our nation. He then 

\ 



dpoke of Cuba and Spain, and made allusion' to 
^ the probable separation of the island from th6 
regency of the peninsular throne. We came to 
be very fair friends. The daughter was as radi- 
ant as the star of the motning. She joined in 
the conversation with an tntelllgence and wit 
that surprised an^ delighted me. She sang for 
me, with both hiirp and guitar. Our voices 
mingled in the same dissolving notes. We bent 
over tiie same page 1 I was in paradise. But I 
will not annoy you, my worihy woman-hater ! 
I was invited by Don Garcia to repeat my visit, 
especially as while I Was there the French con- 
sul called to see him, whom I knew intimately ; 
and his friendly recognition of me secured the 
confidence I had gained as an entire stranger. 
The next -evening I called and became more 
deeply in love still. I instructed her in the 
more perfect pronunciation of my own language. 
I related to her, at her request, scenes of warlike 
adventure I had passed through in Mexico. She 
discoursed to me of her native Cuba, and its pe- 
rennial beauty, of its balmy air and sunny skies ; 
but she sighed as she alluded to its degrading 
position under the tyranny of Spain. I could 
not but sympathize with her in all her feelings.* 
She perceiyed this, and regarded me with th'e 
tenderness of interest I sought to awaken in her 
heart. When I parted with her it was with the 
exquisite assurance^ that there was kindled in 
her bosom an aiiswering warmth to the flame 
that burnt in my own. 

i* Three days ago, I again met her. It was in 
the chapel where we first saw one another. She 
was kneeling before the Christ in the Garden. 
I drew near and standing unseen gazed upon 
her beautiful countenance which reflected all the 
tearful grief of that sacred scene of agony. I 
was deeply moved — rather, I confess, at her pure . 
piety than at the representation. Impulsively, I 
knelt by her side I I mingled my prayers with 
hers from the same missal. We neither spoke 
to the other. It was to her too saCred a time for 
lighter emotion. I tried to worship, but wor- 
shipped only her. At the dose of the prayers, 
she closed the book, and turning towards me, 
regarded me through the glittering glory of her 
tearful eyes with a gratefnji and pleased expres- 
sioAf which made me feel ashamed of myself for 
not^eing what she evidently believed I felt. 
We It fc the cfiapel together, and as she crossed 
her brow with die holy element, I bowed my 
forehead to receive from her hand the sacred 
sign. It seemed to me to seal our hearts toge&* 
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er. IVom that moment confidence sprung up in 
lier, heart and beamed in her eyes. When I 
parted with her, it was with .the affection of a 
brother and sister rather than that of almost 
strangers as we were ! 

"Tonight I serenaded her, Giberto. And 
she rewarded mj derotion with this rose, which 
she threw from the balcony/' Here the lover 
, drew from his bosom the token and pfessed it to 
his Jips. '* Now, my good friend Giberto, I have 
made thee my father confessor, because I have 
seen that you listen well. I may need assist- 
ance in this sweet affair, and now that you are 
informed of every^iing, I can call on you if I 
need any second person as confidant ; and love- 
affairs, you know, can't always be carried on 
alone. If I have to trust anybody, you are the 
best man for me to confide in/' 

" I am at your service with tongue and sword, 
pistol or pistolet, gun or gold, senor capitan,'' 
answered Giberto with emphasis. " Here is my 
hand." 

Clifford returned the friendly grasp, and said : 

" If I need you, it is first to ascertain all that 
you can about the familyyof Don Garcia and the 
^cause of his exile. I would know more before I 
would make an alliance that niight not exactly 
be proper for an American officer, whose name 
and honor is hi all. Don Garcia seems a noble 
gentleman, but I would know if he has borne 



an untarnished name ; for the lady I make my 
bride — ^though she be as beautiful as Donna Ger* 
trude is — must inherit no stain. But this is in 
confidence between us, Giberto." 

" Ton are discreet, capitan. Every gentleman 
should guard his own honor ; and so, then, you 
think that you must seek the hand of the lady ?" 

" I shall be wretched, if I learn that any grave 
offence of the father will put a bar to my seeking 
her as my wife." 

" Then I hope there will be no obstacle, senor. 
I fancy nothing beyond political opinions." 
^ " I trust not. But not many years since a 
noble of Spain arrived in this very city with two 
daughters and a son, all three highly accom- 
plished. It was said that he left his country- 
only for political offences. He was courted and 
distinguished. His daughters married wealthy 
planters and their son was betrothed to one of 
the fairest and highest-bom of our maidens, 
when it came out that the noble had poisoned 
his wife, and that«theSe three children were the 
illegitimate offspring of a wicked and beautiful 
woman, for whose illicit love he had put his wife 
to death ; and for this crime, he ^had been ban- 
ished. Therefore, one should be prudent." 

" Just so," gravely answered the artillery-man. 
He would have added more, but the voices of • 
two men beneath the window caugh|;his ear and 
arrested his tongue. 
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WjOBN Giberto had satisfied himself that lihere 
were listeners beneath the window, conversing 
in a low and suppressed tone, he yery sofltlj 
opened the shatter and looked down. Clifford, 
at this moment, rose to go, saying : 

"It is no doubt the watchman. It is time I 
left you to your repose." 

" Hush, senor 1 I see them and hear them. 
They are a cavalier and his man, by their ap- 
pearance. They speak— listen !" 

" He must have entered hereabouts," said the 
voice of Tito. " I saw him come down this street 
and suddenly disappear. There is a light above 
our heads ; let us knock and ask." 

"No, not so," said the Castilian. "If he is 
not found to-night, he will be to-morrow. Let 
us return to our vessel. I can easily ascertain 
where he is in the morning." 

" Ah, but senor, you must not think of killing 
him ; leave me something to do." 

" The malditos !" ejaculated Giberto. " Bost 
hear, Senor Clifford 1 They are plotting assas- 
sination of some*one ! Thou shalt not go forth ; 
it may be thee I" 

"Nay, I have no dread, Giberto ; no man is 
my foe in the city, that I know of. These men 
seem to be talking, if I ^eard distmctly, about 
some one who has injured both master and man. 
That is not I, for I never laid eyes on the rogues. 



Good night. My going out may keep Ihem firom 
doing some one a mischief; for on seeing me 
appear, they wiU take themselve^ off." 

"Nay, then, I will accompany thee, if thou 
wilt go," answered the old soldier. 

" Keep thy house, brave Giberto. It is time 
thou wert in bed. I fear no danger from any 
man. Go6d night. When thou next seest this 
Cuban servant, thou wilt put such questions to 
him as will give me more knowledge than I 
now possess, touching Don Gama and his fkir 
daughter." 

Thus speaking, Clifibrd descended the narrow 
stairs which led to the shop below. Giberto 
took down' his artillery sword, put on his cap,, 
and went with him. As he was unbarring the 
door, they heard the feet of the two men outside 
quickly retiring. 

"]3ut ihou shalt not stir with me," protested 
the cavalry officer. " Go in and go to bed," he 
said, seeing that the old Mexican was armed to 
go with him. 

"Be it so. I win stand here till tlion hast 
passed those two assasifitiB." 

" Adios, amigo," said Cliflbrd, gayly. 

" Ta usted con Dios, senor capitan," respond- 
ed Giberto. " If thou wilt call/fo-morrow eve- 
ning, I win perhaps have ftirther news for thee." 

Captain Clifford then left the door and passed 
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down the street. His way laj in the direction 
in which he saw before him the two men. They 
had stopped • aboat thirty yards ahead, and 
seemed to be watching to see who he might 
prove to be. • Clifford was too .brave a man to 
be tnmed from his ooward path by any feeling 
of personal fear. He, therefore, walked on 
though he coald not conceal from himself some 
apprehensions of mischief from men who had 
been orerjieard plotting assassination. 

"It is he, Tito! The saints be praised!" 
whispered the Spaniard, as he placed his bands 
on the hilt of an elegant and superbly mounted 
naatical cntlass that ^nng at his side. " Now 
keep back, and let me have iny work on him. I 
brook no rivals in my lover, and he who dares 
cross my path must prepare to die I Wilt thon 
keep back, and leave off this nervous fingering 
of thy dagger's hilt. By the mass ! if thou strike 
him first, I will spit thee as I would a hare !" 

Tito drew ba^L muttering, yet with his hand 
fast hpld of his dagger. . Captain Clifford drew 
close to them, and as tjie pave was narrow, and 
almost taken up by the two men, he moved 
to pass on the inner side, as there was more 
spw^. Their attitude seemed so menaeing that 
he plaxied his hand upon his pistol and half drew 
it from his belt, and keeping his eye upon him, 
he was going by, when the Spaniard by a side 
movement placed himself exactly befoce himk 

" Defend yourself, senor capltan V* 

"F^MTwhatS Who are you, tha* thna jchal- 
lenges me ? GUve back, and let me pass !" cried 
Clifford, indignantly, and he levelled his pistol 
at his breast. But Tito sprang in «nd strui^ it 
«p, 90 that it went off, tiie ball grazing the cheek 
of the Spaniard. 

" Shall I strike, him, senor V asked TitOv as 
he bared Us flhtniog dagger. 

" On thy life, np / He ia mine,'' fwiswered his 
master. ** Captain Cli0brd^. you ara my ri/val I 
Dost thon know what I mean. He -who crossies 
my path in love, dies !" 

As he spoke, he aim.ed a bl^ at the head of 
Clifford, who being without a sword, parried it 
with the bMTelof the pistol ; and he would have 
succeeded in .disarming his antagonist but for the 
active vengeance of Tito, who seeing that. his 
master was in danger, directed his steel towards 
the heart of the young -officer with all the jphren- 
%j of vengeance, yelling out as he struck : . 

" This for my master !" 

Clifford would have been struck 'dead by the 
fiflsassin, bttttor the timely interference of Gi- 



feerto, who had run up with his sword the mo- 
ment he saw Clifford stopped, and got to the 
scene of the. rencontre just in ti&e to strike down 
the steel of the Mexican ; but this interference 
was not wholly successful, for it glanced into his 
sld^ and passed between the ribs, inflicting a 
grievous wound. Clifford reeled against the 
wall, and Giberto, seeing that he was wounded, 
brought his sword down at the head of Tito with 
a sweep that would have deft his skull if he had 
not anticipated it, and jumped lightly to one 
side. The stout artilleryman then attacked the 
Spaniard, who showed no disposition to avoid 
the combat, and for half a dozen passes their hi 
swords clashed and emitted sparks in the fiercest 
manner. Both were, however, perfect masters 
of their weapons ; but the strength and skill of 
Giberto -being aided by his grief and rage at see- 
ing Clifford sink to the pavement from losi pi 
blood, he pressed his adversary so cloiely mt^ 
he would have disabled him, or pushed him ttj^ ' 
retire from the battle, if Tito had not come to 
his aid, and so worried the old soldier by trying 
to stab him in the back, that he withdrew from 
the combat to look after his young friend, saying : 
■ '^Go for this time, vilanos! Another time 
we may ^ve you a better fight." 

The Spaniard made no reply, but putting tip 
his 89?ord, called Tito to follow. The latter, 
however, lingered as if he would either take an 
opportunity to complete his work upon the body 
of the American officer^ or watch the issue of 
his -blow. - . 

" Wilt thou not come, fellow V demanded his" 
master. " Thou wilt have thy head split in two 
by 4hat gray moustache's iron sword, a weapon 
that weighs not a pound less tl^an twelve. One 
would think he jEancied himself a blacksmith 
beating on An anvil." That fellow would be 
worth his weight in gold in my vessel. Wilt 
thou not come ?" 
Tito at'length came ijo his master, and said : 
" I have been looking closely. That man is 
my mother's broUier!" 
"Whatman?" 

'*Sie who oame so near splitting my head. I 
know him well. He was a brave sergeant in the 
artillery at home. I thought ^e had been dead I 
It is he. What the deuce brought him here? 
I would as lief have aeenihe devil !" 

" You speak as if you were afraid of him." 
**Iam, senor; I sweat now at having seen 
him \ By the beards'' of all the popes, I woald 
rather the wide gulf Ifty between me and him !" 
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" It may, as soon aa I hare done my errand 
here. Come on 1 The affair hath brought the 
gendarmes to this quarter. Let ns turn np this 
street to aroid answering any awkwai*d ques- 
tions. This CUptain Clifford will not be likely 
to stand in my way after this." 

" It was my good blow, senor." 

*' Thy dagger has for once done me good ser- 
Tice. I forgive thee the blow, Tito." 

" I would I knew what my fierce uncle Oiberto, 
the artilleryman, doth here V* 

** His presence troubleth thee, hombre 1 I ne'er 
knew tiiee show fear of man before." 

" I have my reasons, my good reasons, senor ;" 
^ answered Tito. " Senor, wilt thou excuse me, 
and let me go back and see where he dwelte." 

'' No. Thou wilt be seized by the, gendarmes. 
Dost thoi^ not see that we have need to keep 
our way along quietly and rapidly, and separate 
ourselves as far as possible from the spot V* 

Tito moved on after the Spaniard, and they 
soon were lost to, the eye in the shadow of the 
governor's house, on the Plaza Grande. Leaving 
them to pursue their way towards the quay, we 
will return to Clifford. 

The wound he had received bled so freely that 
he sunk down, and would have fainted, but that 
h.Q succeeded in stepping the flow of blood by 
pressing his hand over the wound, till Giberto, 
' finding that he could not slay the stranger, and 
was like to be killed himself by his man, returned 
to his aid. 

*' They have done for me, for a while, Giberto," 
said the officer. " It was a strong blow, and but 
for thy ready arm would have finished me. The 
fellow struck like a hired assassin." 

" No doubt he was, my senor capitan. The 
maldito strikes for all the world like my vil- 
lanous nephew, Tito ; and by the rood, bad I 
not seen him shot through the head and left for 
dead in a street brawl, I should swear this one 
was he. I hope thou art not so badly hurt !" 

"The hilt struck me, and may produce the 



pain more than any depth of wound/' answered 
Clifford. 

" Canst ihou reach my house, senor?" 

** I trust so. There ; let me lean on thy broad 
shoulder thus 1" 

"Canst thou walk?" 

" I will manage to do so. It is not far ?" 

" But a few paces. Nay, I will take thee up 
in my arms I Ho, gendarmes !" he cried, as he 
saw two of the city guard running down towards 
them. "Helpl Haste to aid me carry this 
caballero to my shop ! and one of you run for -a 
surgeon !" 

"What hdtii boen.done? Ah, is it thou, 
friend Giberto ? Who hath struck this blow ?" 
said one of the guards. 

" Two assassins, who are hardly out of sight 
One of you pursue, and also send a doctor ; and 
you, Pierre, help me bear this gentleman." 

One of the guards at once pressed forward in 
pursuit, giving the alarm, and the other, lifting 
Clifford, who proved unable to walk, bore him 
to the humble domidl of the artilleryman. 

In a few moments; three'Or four guards, drawn 
thither by the noise of the discharged pistol, 
crowded into Giberto's little shop, and ^hen 
t£ey had heard the' report of the events which 
had taken place, they joined in' pursuit ^f the 
two men, whose description was given to them 
by Giberto. 

A surgeon soon made his appearance, sent by 
the first gendarme. Upon examining the wound, 
he pronounced it by ^o m^sans fatal, as the dag- 
ger had passed between the ribs and out at the 
back, but without touching any vital part. He 
said, however, after he had dressed it, that it 
would be necessary for his patient to remain per- 
fectly quiet several days, and in a month he 
might be quite well again. 

Captain Clifford heard this decision with a 
sigh; as he thought how completely this confine- 
ment would shut him out from the presence of 
Donna Gertrude. 
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Wb will now return to the two persons whom 
we left crossing the Plaza in the direction of the 
water. They walked on witfi rapid steps, for 
the alarm increased hehind them; and they 
might any moment be confronted by some of the 
city guard meeting them. 

Upon reaching the levee, upon the broad es- 
planade of which the bright moon shone almost 
like noonday, the Spaniard paused, and looked 
keenly along the shore, up and down, as if he 
were uncertain of his locality, and were in search 
of some object. 

"Are we right, Tito? This cannot be the 
place where we landed." 

" Si, senor ! Do you not remember this ca* 
talpa tree with the broken limb hanging down. 
•It was directly opposite this." 
"But I see no boat!" 
" It may have moved further down !" 
"No — there is Eodrigo coming from the 
, shadow of that tree. "Well, the boat, why is it 
moved?" he asked, of the man who came near. 
" A watch was posted directly where I landed 
you, senor, and so I ordered the barge to row 
down further, whil% I remained here to let you 
know of it." 

" You did right. Lead me at once to it. We 
are pursued 1" , 

" This way, senor," answered the m;in ; and 
leading the way he moved rapidly 3own the 
levee, and in a few minutes they saw the boat, 
with four men seated in it, lying on their oars. 
" Now we are safe, senor," said Tito. 
But hardly had the words escaped his lips, 
than a party of five gendarmes made their ap- 
pearance round the iron enclosure of the Plaza, 
not fifty yards distant, and came upon ftie full 
run towards them, the moonlight glistening upon 
the pistols they held in their hands. " 



" That does not look like Mfety, Tito !" said 
the captain. " Spring on shore two of you 
with your cutlasses, to our aid, and two remain 
to shove off the ^ boat at my word I" he cried > 
seeing that the gendarmes were too near for 
him to escape into the boat without a fight with 
his pursuers. Seeing the two men come to his 
assistance> and beholding five armed and reso- 
lute-looking men opposed to them, the guard \ 
stopped when within ten paces, and drew up in 
battle array. The leader of the gendarmes then 
spoke, and jaid : 

" Surrender ; for yon will be overpowered b^ 
numbers !" 

"Surrender for what?" <50olly asked the 
Spaniard. 

"Por assaulting a man! Are you not the 
two men that stabbed an American officer ?" 

" Two ? Seest thou not we are five ? Where 
hast thou learned thy arithmetic, man ? If ye 
seek two men, thou wilt have to go further. 
Cannot quiet citizens embark in a boat at night 
without being taken for assassins ? Go back, 
and send shrewder fellows than ye seem to be, 
after your two escapa'dos I Come, my men,- let 
us to our boat, and not detain these gentlemen 
in conversation, seeing they are. in pursuit of two 
assassins !" ' - , 

' With these words, he Walked to his boat ; the 
men followed, and giidng the order to shove off, 
ifchey were six fathomWrom1;iie bank before the 
gendarmes, who had been confounded by' his 
coolness, could recover from their stupor, and 
make up their minds whether th(fy ought^p have 
let him escape till they had better proof than 
his words that he wais not one,of the persons 
they were in pursuit of. 

" Sacre I" growled one ; " I believe he is the 
man, and that wo are fine sottistes." 
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"Parbleu!" ejaculated a second, "he has 
coolness enough to be a grand rillain." 

" Be jabbers !" said a third, who was eyidently 
from Hibemia, " it's the man, I'm share ; but 
then there's five o' them, and divil tacks me if 
fire is two, even if they are the two same !" 

"I saw two join a third, and then two more 
come from the boat," said another ; " and it is 
mj opinion we have been fooled, and that onr 
two men are among the fire in that boat V* 

" Then let us fire into it V* cried two or three, 
running toward^ the water-side. 

" Hold, you may kill the wrong birds ! It 
wont do I They are out of pistol shot, too, by 
this time ! Let them go ! It is better for our 
credit> that it shouldn't be suspected at the 
guard-house that we even imagined the two men 
could form a portion of this party." 

" Och, it *8 the long head he has ! He *s right, 
lads," answered the Irishman ; " we '11 niver let 
on we believed theitwo spalpeens had been seen 
'by us, at all at all!" 

With this worldly policy decided upon, the 
gendarmes remained a few moments, following 
the retiring boat with their eyes. They saw it 
take a direction obliquely across the broad, shin- 
ing: bosom of the river, and was finally lost to 
•-"tlieir gaze in the splendor of the moon's wake, 
reflected dazzlingly upon the surface. 

** I have had a narrow escape from arrest," 
said the Spaniard, speaking to the young man, 
whom he called Kpdrigo, and who steered the 
boat, as it glided swiftly down the stream, but 
obliquely, towards the opposite bank. 

" It would seem so, senor captain," answered 
the person addressed. "I hope. that it is noth- 
ing grave." 

" No— a mere street affair. . As I have not 
been recognized so as to be identified to morrow, 
I shall not fear going up to the city again." 

As he spoke, he cast his eyes in the direction 
of the metropolis, which lay in vast masses of 
irregular architecture along the shore for a 
league, its front ftl&ged by the tall masts of a 
hundred ships, and here and there a Tight spark- 
ling amid the shadows. The deep-moaned 
ing of a bell now came to their ears, across 
water. 

"It is three o'clock," said the Spaniard. 
"We have consumed the night nearly. Do 
you see the brigantine ?" he asked, peering 
ahead, through the shining mist, that was rising 
from the bosom of the river. 
" There she rides at her anchor, senor," an- 



swered Bodrigo, pointing to tWo slender masts^ 
faintly visible, springing from a low hull, that 
was nearly blended with the dark line of the 
shore. 

In a few minutes the boat came close to the 
vessel, which proved to be a hermaphrodite brig> 
her topsails loose, and ready to sheet home, her 
jib and spanker set, riding at a single anchor, 
about fifty fathoms from the bank. 

" Quien va V* came with a sharp hail to their 
ears from the brigantine's quarter-deck. 

"El capitan," answered Bodrigo. 

/' Bueno," was the response ; " a bordo." 

The boat pulled alongside, and then it could 
be seen that the mouths of cannon projected 
from open ports, and the vessel was a heavily 
armed and formidable looking craft. There 
were no lights visible, but the moon shone 
brightly upon her decks, revealing, as the party 
mounted the ladder and stepped down upon 
them, the neat and glittering, armament of a 
war-vessel, and full two score men to make the 
armament available. 

" You have been gone so Ibng, capitan, we 
feared some mischief had happened," said a man 
in a Spanish naval uniform, wh'o was second in 
command; "and so I loosed the topsails and 
hove short, and got all ready for a flight, if you 
should be chased down upon us/' 

" We have been chased on the land, but not 
on the water," answered the Spaniard. " Has 
all been quiet ?" 

" Yes, sir ; no one has shown any curiosity 
about us." 

" That is well. Where is Guido 1" 

"He is below, sir; but not sleeping; for he 
has been all the night on deck, enjoying the 
moonlight, and listening to the various sounds 
from the city. What news there, senor ?" 

" Nothing. J shall probably remain hc^re three 
or four days. But after I see Gaido, I will give, 
you your orders ; for it wont do to remain until 
dawn, or the custom-hoiyse boats will be in- 
quisitive." 

Thus speakifig, the Spaniard, who was evi- 
dently the captain of the warlike vessel so se- 
cretly anchored u^^ the point of land below 
the city, made hfl^pr aft, and descended into 
the cabin. . This was a richly furnished apart- 
ment, hung with silken tapestry, set with mirrors 
— and made luxurious with ottomans running 
around it. A costly Turkish carpet covered the 
floor, and overhead hung a rich lamp, which 
cast a soft, dreamy light over the whole. There 
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were two doors to this samptnous nautical 
boadoir, one of which opened into an inner 
cabin ; and, as it was half open, it conld be dis- 
covered that it was in all respects as beantifal 
as the larger and outer one. The second door 
was closed, as the captain descended; but he 
had no sooner removed his cap, and thrown 
himself with an air of great fatigue upon one 
of the' ottomans, than it opened, and a hand- 
some youth, not above twenty years of age, 
came out, smiKng welcome. 

*' I am rejoiced to see you back again. Uncle 
Conrado," he said, laying his hand in his. " I 
had feared that you might have got into difficul- 
ties, and I could hardly restrain the impulse to 
take another boat and go in search of you. And 
have you succeeded ? Is she in the city V/ 

** Sit and listen, Guido, and you shall hear 
all," answered his uncle, who, with his cap and 
cloak off, displayed a large, manly figure, — 
moulded like a Hercules in its combinations of 
strength and beauty ; while his face, now fully 
revealed, proved eminently handsome, — that is, 
for a man of forty, whose hair and moustache 
were mingled with gray. Altogether, his ap- 
pearance was striking and marked ; but the 
expression of his face was cold and worldly, 
sinister and artful. He looked like a man 
whose desires knew no obstacle to their accom- 
plishment, — ^not even blood. His dark eyes 
were cold and piercing ; his mouth, expressive 
of pride and sensuality; his smile, treacherous, 
yet winning. 

The contrast between the uncle and nephew 
was quite as great as the difference between 
their years. The nephew was a perfect Nar- 
cissus for youthful graces. He was elegantly 
shaped, and the green silk dressing-gown which 
he wore, tied about his waist by a crimson sash, 
displayed the harmonious outlines of his figure 
with symmetrical effect. His height was equal 
to that of Don Conrado's, but so just propor- 
tioned, that it seemed less. His hair, which was 
left to wave on his neck in natural tresses, was 
that chevelure d*or, which delighted the pencils of 
Raphael and Vandyke to imitate, a glorious 
commingling of brown and golden light all over 
it. His brows were of tMMpie rich brown of 
gold tint; his eyes large^K proudly bright, 
were also brown, shaded by auburn lashes, in 
long, curving fringes. His face was oval — ^not 
unlike in shape and beauty that which por- 
tr^itors represent; that of JBdward VI., Eng- 
land's youthful monarch; and the face of this 



youth was princely. His profile was like that 
of the Greek Apollo, with the grace of a wo- 
man's, and the loftiness of a man's. His com- 
plexion was olive, and the superbly cut moiith 
which was formed-to betray exquisitely every 
emotion of pride or feeling, was shaded bj » 
dark brown moustache. 

The captain of the brigantine seemed to re- 
gard him with admiration, as if he wondered at 
his noble beauty, as he seated himself with an 
air of graceful ease, opposite to him. 

" By our lady, Guido, you are too handsome 
for a cavalier; your face and hair would kill 
with envy half the beauties of Orleans, shonld 
it be their misfortune to see you." 

" If I had been consulted, I should have en- 
dowed myself less liberally with attributes that 
would rather please a maiden than a young 
man, who has .to win by his sword or his pencil," 
answered Guido, with a smile, and slightly col- 
oring. " Methinks I would like a right earnest 
cut of a cutlass across my face, so that it would 
give me a more manly, air !" . * . 

"Not so, nephew! You are manly enough, 
with all your beauty ! Ye gods ! I have seen 
your eyes fiash, your nostrils quiver, and your 
whole frame diluted like Mars in battle ! That 
is what amazes me, to se§ so much lion-likc 
courage united with such maidenly charms." 

" You mock, uncle I" 

" No, by the rood I But I see we shall quar- ^ 
rel, and I would as lief rouse a lion as thy high / 
spirit, Guido. So to my night's adventure ! I 
have seen her !" 

"I rejoice with you. And did she receive 
you less coldly than before V* 

" I did not speak with her. That is yet to 
come. But. thou wert never in love, and wilt 
care little to hear what I have to say." 

" I can sympathize, nevertheless, uncle. Tell 
me all. I would hear how this haughty lady 
treats thee ! And I have curiosity to see her, 
also, that 1 may with my omot eyes witness if 
thy large commendations Mk|F' Are near the 
truth." \^Sm^ 

•" Thou Shalt behold her,'i||Rsoon." . 
'/ Then I am to go up to the city V* 
" No, she is to come to the brigantine." 
" Will she of her free wUl 1" 
" With her free will, or without her free will, 
she shall yet grace this cabin with her presence, 
Guido," answered Don Conrado, with a frown. 
" It is my time to play the tyrant, now that I 
have the power. She has had her play, and 
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now comes the game into mj hands. I did not 
see her to speak to her. Tito, whom I sent np 
from the English Bend, two days ago, in ad- 
vance of oar vessel's approach to the city, re- 
ported correctly to me. The honse which he 
discovered, was that of Don Garcia de Annas. 
So immediately upon my landing, to-night, I 

lade my way tliere to reconnoitre, preparatory 
to taking farther steps to see her and lay my 
snit once more at her feet !" 

"Well, ancle r 

" Well, it would seem that the very Sathanas 
himself is against me in this love-matter. While 
I was surveying the outside of the house, which 
is as strong as a castle, an American officer 
comes up, stops beneath"" her balcony, and sere- 
nades her with words of the most impassioned 
language," 

'* Then she is, doubtless, beloved by him !" 

" Por peste ! You mention it as coolly as if 
it were the lightest thing in the world, that I, 
after sailing across the sea to throw myself at 
the feet of the only woman I ever loved,— should 
find her the inamorata of a young and dashing 
cavalry officer. It is plain, boy, you were never 
in love." 

"i>ever, uncle I" answered Guido, quietly. 

"One of these days you will know how to 
feel for me ! I am yet a young man ! I am not 
too old for a maiden of nineteen I There is no 
reason why she should not at the first have ac- 
cepted my hand ! But she shall take it now, 
with all its stains ! I found this new lover sere- 
nading her. So I swore in my heart his de- 
struction ; but not until she threw him a bouquet, 
tied with her hair, and enclosing a note. This 
was more than I could bear ; but I have the note 
and tress here ! He carried off the flower !" 

As Don Conrado spoke, he placed on the in- 
laid India table, before Guido, tlMtoaper and 
lock of hair. He read the one, ant^xamined 
the other with admiring interest. 

" It is dark as the wing of the raven, uncle ! 
and it is soft as the down Qf the ermine, while it 
is as glossy as the srlk of Florence ! It is ex- 
ceedingly beautiful hair. It must be a lovely 
neck, cheek and brow that such shining drapery 
as this shades and beautifies !*' 

" No word?, nephew, can describe her loveli- 
ness !" 

*' I begin to have some curiosity to see her !" 

" If the fates prosper me thou shalt not live 
many days longer with thy curiosity being un- 
satisfied. Having picked up these trophies, 

3 



which esciEiped the serenader's eye, I panned 
him, and at letog^h encountered him; but a 
fighting old feltow came out of a house near by, 
to his aid, and I did well to get off without be- 
ing slain ; as It was, he has ruined my cutlass 
with gashes an half ell deep. The officer was 
armed only with a pistol, with which he would 
have killed me ; but Tito turned it aside. He 
then stabbed him, and we^tired, having, I 
doubt not, put an end to any more serenadings 
from that quarter ; for the officer fell from loss 
of blood. It was with difficulty we ^ot off, as 
we were pursued by the gendarmes ; but I man- 
aged to embark in safety, and get away from 
the^ city., Thus you have the history of my 
night's adventuijB. It has resulted in discover- 
ing to me the certainty of Donna Gertrude's be- 
ing in the city, and in putting out of the way a 
rival." 

" I trust the lover is not slain," said Guido. 

" It matters not. It will keep him out of the 
way till I can manage my affair." 

" And how do you expect to proceed 1'* 

" In this way. I shall try and obtain an in- 
terview with the haughty beauty, and even beg 
her favor, if need be ; for he who stoops, may 
only stoop to conquer. I will urge my suit with 
all the eloquence in my power ; and my deep 
love for her will give me words of fire !" 

" H she be not melted by them, what then 
will you do, nuclei" asked the nephew, who 
was engaged in idly sharpening a crayon in a 
golden porte-crayon. 

" I shall then change my mode of attack. If 
she will not be won with love, she shall be won 
by strategy and power. I have not come thus 
far, Guido, to amuse myself. I have sworn that 
I will not leave New Orleans without the lady, 
won fairly or foully ; and I will abide myoath." 
• ^' How will you get possession of her, uncle ?" 

"That remains to be seen, — that must be 
thought about. The house is strong, and may 
not easily be entered. Bat then I will think of 
that after having had an interview with her I" 
A " And this interview will take place to-mor- 
row or the next day." 

" Will you go up tOF the city with me, or re- 
main on board ? I shall leave the vessel before 
day, and send her down to await intelligence 
from nie, below the English Turn, some eight 
leagues below the city.** 

"I will go to the city with you, uncle ; I have 
a desire to see it." 

" Then let us to the deck." 
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Whbn Don Conrado reached the deck, the I away from the armed sidea of thje briganthie, 



faint bliuh of dawn was flushing the east. 
GoidO) having exchanged his robe-de-chambre 
for the becoming costume of a jonng Castilian 
gentleman, shortly appeared. Don Conrado 
then proceeded to giye his orders to his Uenten- 
ant, Randolpho : 

** As soon as we kare the yessel, ;p'0n will 
weigh anchor and drop down the river a few 
hours until you come to the Tilla of M. La—, 
where I stopped when ascending. Then you 
will anchor half a cable's length from the lai^d 
and allow no communication whatever, either 
with the shore, or any craft, or boats in the 
river; and especially k^ep watchful against any 
boats i4>proaehing you from the city daring the 
night; for I may get into trouble, and be be- 
trayed, aad an expedition sent to take you. 
Keep the guns shotted and arms ready ; cable 
stopped so as )o be slipped if need 4>e; and 
everything prepared for sudden flight." 

" Si, senor capitano, you shall be obeyed," 
answered the lieutenant, with nautical brevity. 

" I may be absent a week— perhaps longer,— 
and it is possible you may see me in three days.* 
Act as if you expected me every hour." 
' Si, senor capitano." 



Tito, having previously placed in it the port- 
manteau belonging to the captain, his master, 
and Guido, they descended into it. Four men 
selected out of the orew for their couraf^e and 
coolness rowed the boat, and Bodrigo took his 
place in the stern sheets to steer her, while the 
captain and his nephew took opposite cushions. 
<t Now mark well my commands. Lieutenant 
Randolpho," said the captain, as the boat ghot 



and took its oMirse up the river close in with 
the shadows cv the shore. 

"We will keep up this bank, Rodrigb, until 
we get higher than the city, and then cross la 
the quay at the foot of Hue Poydras. ^There ^ 
the b^at can be concealed beneath the pier 
among the fishing boats, says Jean the boat- 
swain, who knows the city, without r.ttv>oting 
attention. You and the men will take lodgings 
near in one of the Italian cafes, but always .on« 
of you must be found on watch near the boat." 

"And where shall we go on reaching the 
quay ?" asked Guido. '' 

"To the cafe of Loupe de Blase I We will 
remain there until our plans are matured. We 
can trust him I" 

The tall masts of the brigantine faded into 
lihe gray mist of morning, and soon they saw 
her under sail and moving down till she waa 
lost to their gaze. The day grew clearer each 
jnoment, an^ne after another the streets of thb 
city opene4Ron their sight as they pulled up 
the stream. The buildings that were highest 
caught the morning beams, which glowed like 
burnished gold from the dome of the St. Cbarles 
and the pyramidal toners of St. Patrick ; and 



The cutter was now brought alongside; andi soon the more humble towers and turrets and 



battlemented roofs shone with the sunlight. 

By this time ihey were two miles above the 
point where they had left the brigantine. The 
sounds of thrcity, which as the day broke came 
across the water to their ears one by one, were 
now increased to a confused roar of iron wheels 
rolling over the granite pavements of the re- 
sounding streets. Even thp murmur of voices 
was borne to them sounding like distant hum of 
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bees. Tho long tiers of dark-hnllod and taU- 
masted ships, the squadrons of steamers, the 
small fleet of coasting ecaft each arranged in its 
proper place along the cresoent sweep of the 
shore, came in sight one after the other. With 
the r^ng snn a thousand flags of eyery nation 
' draped the spars and staffs of the shipping ; and 
from a small Amez&an uloQp-of'Wn at anchor 
in the riter, came the Une smoke and sharp re- 
port of the morning gun. From the tower of 
tiie cathedral swelled musically npon tiie breeae 
the matin bell, its deep and sacred tones ming^ 
ling with every other sound as if to sanctify the 
whole. At least such was the thought that 
passed through the mind of Quido as he listened 
and gaaed willi deep pleasure at all tfaeTarying 
features of the scene. Don Conrado, however, 
slept reclined at length, upon the crimson cush- 
ions of his boaty orereome by his vigils and fa- 
tigues of the deepless night he had passed. 

At length the boat gained « point above the 

Marine Hospital, and Bodrigo directed her course 

into the stream to cross over to the city. As he 

^did so, Guido observed a spy-glass levelled at 

them from the gangway of tiie sloop-of-war. 

'^ The quartermaster taking his observations, 
senor. It means nothing about us," answered 
the young seaman. 

Their course was crossed and re-crossed con- 
tinually by fishing-boats, riiips' yawls, shore- 
boats, drift-wood skiffs with their single occu- 
pants. At length they reached the quay and 
run the boat in among a fleet of threescore or 
more. Conrado now awaked and seeing that 
they were at the land, gave further directions 
about the disposition of the boat; and then fol- 
lowed by Tito, the two caballeros made their 
away long the qnay until, after turning two or 
three comers, they found themselves at the en- 
^ trance of a cafe of modest pretensions in the 
French quarter of the city, There were two 
« doors, one more private apparentiy than the 
other, and which led by a few stairs to a hand* 
some room in the rear. Tito who went in ad 
• vanee and seemed to know the place, having led 
the way to this room, so as not to pass through 
the public coffecrroom, disappeared for an in- 
stant, leaving them seated at a marble table 
which wi|3 marked with the impress of wine- 
goblets, and beneath which lay two or three 
of the handsome Mexican cards which the 
American soldiers introduced inlio theur own 
land* 
*' This place is quiet and seduded. It toitt 



my purpose, as I have no desire to be known 
aWad/^ said Don Conrado, as he lounged 
wearily upon a fMitoniL 

At this instant Tito returned, followed by a 
dark, full-faced Frenchman, whose blaok brows 
seemed to hang habitually over his eyes, as if 
with the desire to conceal the wickedness of their 
ordinary expressioil. He, (herrfore, looked at 
you through a sort of ck6vaw>de-Jfi$e of bristles 
like a Uon glaring at yon through the bars of 
his cage. He had avillanous turn-up nose, a 
wiry moustache, a scar on his left cheeky and' 
another sad one across the right comer of his 
mouth, the length of his finger, as if it had been 
done with a dragoon's cutlass. His hair was 
cut short to his square-topped head like a re- 
centiy dischaiged convict, and his whole aspect 
was that of a man who had lived a bad life, and 
whose hand was familiar with cdme. He now 
wore a white apron appropriately dabbled with 
blood, — thatof a pullet, doubtiesft, which he had 
just been killing,— and a little blue cap that did 
not cover but a third of his huge head. . 

Upon seeing his guests he stopped aoad looked 
hard a moment at Conrado; and, theui as if 
fully satisfied of his cognizance, he advanced, 
bowing and extending his hand : 

"Welcome, noble captain! I am proud of 
this honor." 

^ " We seek your house. Loupe/' answered the 
captain of the brigantine, without making any 
movement to rise from his reclining attitude to 
shake hands with his host, ** to remain a few 
days as quietiy as possible. I am glad to see 
you are doing so well. Getting richer here than 
in the old way, eh 1" 

" Yes, senor capitan, money is plentier on the 
land than on the sea; and, besides,, one /sn't 
here constantiy in danger of a crick in the neck. 
I hope you have been prosperous, senor \" 

" Was I ever known to be otherwise, man?" 
somewhat haughtily retorted Captain Conrado, 
as if he could not brook the so^icion that the 
question implied. *^ How long hast^ thou been 
here 1 When Tito informed me he had stumbled 
on you keeping a cafe, I could hardly credit it. 
But I hope we shall find thee as good at thy 
new trade as at thy old. Faugh, man, go and 
take off that blood-begrimmed apron ; it makes 
me think you have been doing ninrder, and 
come fresh from it to serve us." 

" I will do as you please, senor ; but I have 
done with such affairs now. I confess every 
month, and take the holy sacrament four times 
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in s ywt ; for I am a penitent man I" Here he 
held down his head and tried inefiectaallj ip 
look as he fancied a saint should look. 

Conrado langhed slightly, and then with a 
wave of his hand, said, "Provide me a room! 
Ser?B me yourself. Make known to no ^ne 
tiiat yon have sach gnests as we are* I would 
not court the public eye.'' 

** I understand, sir; I will see that your wishes 
are aU gratified. Yok hare abundant means, I 
doubt not." 

"Ah, yes; you shall be well paid. I see 
your piety has not diminished your love of 
money. Loupe ; but this is an instinct, and can- 
not be got rid of by confession like a man's sins. 
Hast thou good Bordeaux in thy casks ?" 
"None better in tiie city, senor capitan/' 
" Bring a bottle or two, and, then, when thou 
canst free thyself from thy duties come and let 
me talk with thee 1" 

The host was then learing his room, but with 
his gaze so intently fixed on Gaido, that his 
uncle said : 

*' I forgot to tell thee who^ this is. It is my 
nephew ; he will for the presenroccupy my apart- 
ments with me." ' 

" Nay, with your permission. Uncle Conrado," 
said Gaido, "I will leave you to your room 
without intrusion, and seek another cafe. It 
will suit you better to be alone ; and my irregu- 
lar hours might annoy you !" 
" Do as thou wilt, Guido." 
" I can give the noble young gentleman a fair 
chamber and good appointments, senor," said 
Loupe. 

"No," answered Guido, who conceirecT an 
irresistible repugnance to the host of the cafe, 
"I will seek quarters at the hotel St. Louis. 
When thou hast need of me thou w|lt know' 
where to find me !" 

, Thus speaking, he rose ; and, as Don Con- 
rado made no other objection than that he 
might not be found when most needed, he pre- 
pared to leave, promising to report himself three 
times a day at the cafe. Loupe looked gloomily 
after him as he departed, followed by Tito with 
his valise. When he had gone, after having 
delayed a moment to converse in a low voice 
with his uncle, the latter seeing that the ^oor 
was closed and that Loupe remained still in the 
room, said, in a voice between contempt and 
familiarity: 

' " How in the name of all the devils, Loupe 
de Blase, do I find you here? I thought you 



had been in javaf olM plae0 dawti hdhW tberv 
two yean ago!' 

"It was after the capture of the sdiooaer/ 
senor, and so many of my comrades weth Auft 
and hanged that I thought Spain was too hoi 
for me, and so I came across the sea in a Cadi» 
ship bound for this place." 
" But I thought you were hanged ?" 
"No, senor, I made my escape with the roper 
about my neck, by being so fortunate as ta 
snatch a cutlass from an officer and cut my way 
through the erowd; but not yon see without get' 
ting an ugly cut across my face. I leaped the 
diff of the terrace mto the sea, and with my cut- 
lass in my teeth, swimming to a fishing-boat on 
which a man and boy were, engaged in catdiing 
fish, whom I compelled to row me straight out 
to sea. As night soon came on, under cover qf 
the darkness, I made them put back and land 
me on the coast. Thence I made my way to 
Cadiz ; and, now, senor, yon see me here keeping 
a quiet cafe, and getting along in the world." 
" So it would seem." 

" And if I may be so bold, senor capitan, how 
do I have the surprise of seeing you in New 
Orleans?" 

" I am here on private affairs of my own. 
Loupe, ^d shall trouble you but a few days." 

" As long as it may please you, senor capi- 
tan. This room is at your serviee to receive 
your friends in at twelve pesos the week, and 
there is another in the rear, very private, at nine 
pesos the week, very handsomely furnished." 
And here the host opened the door and exhibited 
a small, but fine chamber. 
" They will do exactly. Loupe." 
" I am pleased to hear it. I would ask, senor, 
if you are still in the Spanish navy ?" 
*iDq not be inquisitive. Monsieur de Blase." 
" A thousand pardons, senor capitano. - I am . 
your humble servant." 
"And would cut my throat Jor two scudi !" 
"O, senor!" 

"Leave me to myself; and when I need you, 
I will ring this silver bell which I see here on 
the table." 

The keeper of the cafe bowed and quitted the 
apartment. After he had disappeared, the cap- 
tain of the brigantine paced the room several 
t^nes up and down as if in deep thought, — as if 
the presence of this man had called up the past, 
unpleasantly. Leaving him to his disagreeable 
reminiscences, we will now change the scene of 
our stoiylto the shop of the artUleryman, Giberto. 
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THB WOUNDED OFFICER— DSYXLOPXBNT OF LOTS. 



In the small upper room where we saw Clif- 
ford and the soldier seated the night previous, 
the American officer now lay stretched upon, a 
cot, almost unable to move from the severity 
with which he had been wounded. Aft it became 
necessary for Giberto to look after his shop and 
customers below, Clifford was left alone; but, 
«s he had only to be quiet and sufier, it was but 
little moment whether he had company all the 
time or not ; but the interest felt in him by the 
old soldier was so great, that every ten minutes 
he would run up stairs to ask how he was, or if 
he could do anything ibr him. As the young 
American, in one of these intervals, was think- 
ing about his misforti;^e in being so long likely 
CO be deprived of the sight of Donna Gertrude, 
he heard Giberto salute with unusual cordiality 
some one who entered his shop. 

"Ah, goodj morning, amigol lam glad to 
«ee yoa ! How is Don Garcia to-day V* 

" lie is well, senor Giberto, and wishes you 
to take this roll of tobacco and make him two 
boxes of the same sort of cigaritos that you made 
last.' 

" Excelente ! I wil\ do it. When shall you 
want them V 

" Two dozen of them by night, and the rest 
a t your leisure, this or next week." 

'* His comniiinds shall be obeyed I Have you 



heard the news, senor 1" added the soldier to 
the servant of Don Garcia. 

"Nothing bad, I hope, senor Giberto ?" 

" A sad mi^rtune I There lies up stairs an 
American officer wounded by an assassin near 
my door, last night ?" 

"An American officer t Do you know his 
name ?" 

" Captain Clifford, — the bravest man that ever 
drew steel." 

" It is the same, then 1 I hope he is not dan- 
gerous ; for he is a friend of Don Garcia. Last 
night he serenaded la senorita. It must have 
been on his way home. When did it happen V 

" About half past twelve." 

" That would be about the hour. I shall be 
the bearer of sad news ; for this officer has of 
late been a frequent guest at our house. Tell 
me how he is that I may answer such question^ 
as they may put to me, and how it happened V 

"He was attacked by two men, — one who 
looked like a cavalier, — ^abont twenty yards from 
my shop ; and would have been assassinated but 
for my aid. As it was, he received an ugly 
wound with a dagger under the right side, from 
which he bled freely. I had him conveyed at 
once up stairs, where he now lies. Ho has had 
a good surgeon, and is doiiig wetl." 

Some other customer nof^ coming in^ the con- 



Digitized by 



Google 



42 



CONRADO DE BELTRAN. 



versation ceased, and the Cuban ,took his leave 
of him. 

"Now," said Clifford to himself, "I shall 
know whether Donna Gertrude cares for me. 
If she feels a tithe the passion that bums in mj 
breast for her, I shall hear from her before many 
hours." This sweet hope made hiln forget his 
sufferings, so that Giberto whet^ at length, he 
could leare his shop to yisit him-, seeing the 
cheerful expression of his face, expressed his 
surprise. He then ma^ known the yisit of 
Bon Garcia's servant, and his believing tha 
Bon Garcia would send to see how he was, if 
not come himself. 

Bonna Gertrudis, or Gertrude,— for the name 
fs either in the Spanis]^ — was in her boudoir 
engaged at her harp in practising a piece of 
music that Edward Clifford had composed and 
presented her, and which they had sung to- 
gether. She would sing a few bars, and then 
pause with her fingers lingering upon the harp, 
as if forgetting her task, and indulging the more 
pleasurable thoughts of the donor. The soft, 
dreamy eye, the deep-breathing bosom> the ex- 
pression of tender sentiment that played about^ 
her mouth, all betrayed her love for him who 
occupied her thoughts. 

Suddenly her reveries were intei:ruptedbythe 
entrance of her father. His fa^ wore tax ex- 
pression of ill news ; and her cheek paled 'in 
anticipation of some sad tale. Shd could not 
speak to ask wha% he bore to her upon his hesi- 
tating tongue. 

"Ah, my child! This is heavy ndws 1 Such 
a noble gentleman, too !" 

"Who? not—?" 

" Captain Clifford has been assassi)iated I" 

The words went like lightning to h^r heart* 
She uttered a wild shriek, and would have fallen, 
but he caught her, adding quickly : 

" I don't mean he has been killed^ but only 
wounded; and, not fatally— aot fatally— did 1 
not understand you so, Gaspar V 

." Si, senor. He will ifecoveif." 
/ " Thank the blessed -saints for those words, 
Gaspar?" she said, trying to rally. "Tell me 
all ? Where did you hear this ?" she asked, with 
an earnestness that plainly told Don Garcia the 
secretof her love. 

" In the shop' where he lies ?" 

"Shop?" 

" Si, senorita ! He was taken to the shop of 
senor Giberto who makes eigars, where he has 
had a surgeon and' is doing well. I am assured 



by Qiberto that he need not be in bed more than 
three weeks." 

" Poor Edward ! I fear that it is worse than 
you say. How did it happen ?" 

" It was the work of two assassins ; and bat 
for Giberto, who heard the contest— for he. de- 
fended himself bravely, — ^he would have been 
killed!" 

"Good Giberto! He shall not go unre- 
warded," sud Gertrude, warmly. "Where ia 
the shop?" 

" Nay, daughter, you most not gof* ^^^^ l^®' 
father, seeing her lay her hand upon her man- 
tilla. 

"And wherefore, my dear father? He has 
been our guest ,* he is our Mend ! He is in a 
poor fabricator's shop ; he can have no comforts 
Will you go and have him removed hither 
Here we can nurse him till he recovers!" 

Don Garcia was silent. He regarded his 
daughter's enthusiasm with surprise. He little 
dreamed that the American soldier had inspired 
in her heart so profound and earnest a passion. 
He reflected a moment whether he should try to 
repress it, or let her continue to love the young 
officer. He at once came to a resolution that it 
would be in vain to oppose it, and that he would 
not attempt to do so ; but he regretted that she 
should have loved unknown to him, when, in a 
former ^case she had refnsed to give her heart 
where he had wished her' to give her hand. 

"It matters not," he reftected; "there is no 
prospect now of her union with Don Coniiado 
de Beltran, and I will not, out of jeveaige on 
her, oppose this current of her affectifuij for the 
American officer, if he lives, will be an honor- 
able match for her. A woman's heart where it 
takes a bent can never be turned anothw way. 
The young man is worthy of 6ur regard, and I 
will yield to her wisheet; and, besides, on his 
recovery, I may prevail on him to give his sword 
to our cause." 

" Father, you hesitate." 

" No. He shall be removed hither and be our 
guest till his recovery. Gaspar, you wiU have 
a room ready for him." 

Gertrude placed her arm about her father's 
neck and kissed him witii affectionate gratitude. 

" Why, my child, this is a great discovery I 
have made," he said, half tenderly, half in re- 
proof. 

"Sir?" 

" That you love this young officer. I never 
Suspected this." 
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81ie ]}6ld her he«d down and bliulied; for in 
her anxiety for ber woniided lover, ihe did not 
refleet that iriie we^ laying <^n t6 her Cither's 
eye the secret of her bosom. 

"It ifl tra«, sir/' ahe Mid,4ngeni|OQ8ly. 

** Ton lofed im>( where I would have had yon 
love, child ; and now yon have given your whole 
lieart where yoa did not knoV that I shonhi be 
willing yoa dionld give yow hand." 

I" I did not think of loving, him, sir, at first. 
It stole upon me insensibly. Bat now that you 
Mow it, I will not tiy to disgoise it.'' 

** Ant are yoa sore that he honors yoor love, 
my daughter? Are yon sore that he lov^s yon 
in retnra^? Thoa shoohi'st hav»been sore of 
this before yom betrayed to him the state of yoor 
own heart" 

For a mom^t, the lovely senorita was dis- 
concerted by these inqniiiea, directed as they 
evidently were, by par^tal prudence, and her 
face was snffosed with a sli^ blosh of maiden 
embarrassment; bat instantly recovering her 
' composure, she replied with a frwok simplicity 
and arbessnesa that were oharactexistic: 

" He loved first, dear father! It was the dis- 
covery of his ardent and delicate devotion to 
me, that awakened gratitude in my own heart I" 

" Ah, that Don Conrado's. attentions, my chUd, 
had awakened gratitude I" 

"Awakened rather contempt! Ah, my dear 
father, you did not know that man's evil char- 
acter!" 

" He was a brave officer^a man of the world ; 
he had won battles, and been rewarded by the 
q^ueen, and was rich and high in ra^k enough 
to sit in the presence of princes \" , 

** I know it, sir ! But I could not love him 1" 

"Perhaps you thought him too old." 
• "I was then but sixteen— three and a half 
years ago — I was too young, if he were not too 
old. But I hated him, sirf I read his heart, 
sir! It was black! There was no truth nor 
honor in him, sir! O, sir, you do not know 
that man ! Before you he wore a mask ; but 
thinking a young girl» a child like me could not 
read character, he was off his g^ard. I trembled 
whenever I was in his presence I" 

" Your dislike exaggerates his foults. I know 
he had spots on his character; but they were 
not proved." 

" No, but they were true ; all the world be- 
lieved, which is worse than proof, where some 
doubt. The queen threatened to degrade him 
from the navy of robbing at sea a Tripolitan 



ship, and .taking from it a mUUon of gold that 
was on its way to Constantinople." 

" It was only a rumor, child. The*Tripolitan 
vesad was never heard of after leaving port, and 
Don Goorado's being cruising in his frigate in 
that qnarter— " 

" No, father, not in his frigate. He fitted out 
a small Oorsican schooner expressly, manned 
by desptoradoee, !» order to waylay this rich ship, 
which he had heard was to cross the seas about 
that time. And it is said that he returned to 
Spain, and baring enriched -his crew, he dis- 
missed them, and set the vessel on fire on which 
he had committed the piracy. It is well knowu, 
that bat a few months before he lost h» patri- 
mony at play, and that after the disappearance 
of the Tripolitan ship, he was known to redeem 
his estate and repair his castle, and have an 
ahundanoe of gold to expend on Ms pleasures." 

" Ton give him a severe character, Gertrude. 
Tea should not listen to such tales. I see now 
why yoa refused his suit." 

"Nay, dear &ther, had I not known these 
things about him, I could never have endured 
his prosenc^. Therefore I treated him as I did. 
And, moreover, in Havana, before we left there, 
I heard a rumor that he had been dismissed from 
the navy, and had retired from Spain, no one 
knew whither, in disgrace." 

" Upon my word, when^ a woman dislikes a 
man, what will she not teach her heart to be- 
lieve about him ! But let this pass. I see you 
feel too anxious about this officer who has been 
ao happy, without an effort, to supplant Don 
Conrado!" 

"Indeed, sir, I would rather think of him, 
than talk of the other! Gaspar, how will you 
get hii^ removed here V* 

" I fear it will be difficult, senora," answered 
the Cuban, respectfully. "The fabricator said 
he could not be removed even to his hotel, uid 
therefore remained there." 

" Is Ae man kind V* 

" He seems to be attached to him. The man 
was, he told me, a-soldier in Mexico, and this 
officer saved his life there." 

" Then he is with a friend who will see that 
he needs no care. But I will—" 

Here she checked herself in what she was 
about to utter, and added : 
^ " I wish, dear father, you would visit him."' 

" That I will do at once," he answered^ " and 
if I find he can be removed hither, I will have 
him brought." 
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" Thanks, my generous and fotigiring fktiher !" 
"I seek only your happiness, my diild; and 
this officer—" 

'' Yon know, sir, how noble h« la I Ton hare 
hejKtd the officers who ha^e been ber^, and the 
consul, all of them speak of him in expressions 
of the highest praise." 

" True, my child. I know that if you should 
bare him for a bnsband, yon wf nld wed hap- 
pily. But I will hasten to see him ; for, as well 
as yourself, I feel a deep interest in him V* 
Gertrude kissed her father; and be was, soon 
' seen to leave the Casa Grande, followed, or 
rather guided, by Gaspar, his half-Indian Cuban 
servant,' and go in the direction of the cigar 
factory of Giberto. The surprise of the cobbler 
and of the cobbler's wife, of the perruquier and 
the perruquier's wife, of the wine^shop keeper, , 
and of the neighbors generally, at seeing the 
mysterious recluse in the street, we will not stop 
the current of our narration to depict. They 
believed some great event had happened, was 
happeniag, and was about to happen; and 
busied themselves all 'the forenoon in conjectur- 
ing what said event might turn out to be. 

Bat it was time for Bon Garcia to appear in 
the streets ; the letters he had received the even- 
ing before rendering active exertions necessary 
BOW, if he would comply with the wishes of the 
"junta," which, and those interests he repre- 
sented in New Orleans. Gaspar soon stopped 
before the door of the shop, and made known to 
Giberto, who was just coining down stairs, the 
honor he was about to receive in the visit of his 
master. ^^ 

Giberto, who had in bis hand a rod which he 
used to open the leaves of tobacco with, here- 
upon brought it to the military salute, and said, 
that he was glad to see so eminent a customer 
visit his poor abode in person. 

"flow is Captain Clifford?" asked Don Gar- 
cia, as he complied with the invitation to enter. 
" He. is doing well, senor. I will let him 
know you are here." 
"Ask him if he will see nfe." 
" Without doubt he will !" and Giberto quite 
elated at the visit, ran up stairs, and immediately 
returning, ushered the noble Castilian gentle- 
man up, with many apologies for the humble 
character of his habitation. 

Don Garcia took the hand of Clifford, who 
pressed it with gratitude, and looking around 
the room, said : 

\" I fear you will not be comfort$Jble%ere, and 
•I have come to remove you to my house." 



"To your house, senor V* repeated the tmp- 
tain, hardly believing bis eyes. 

" Tes, if yon Hunk you are able to bear tike 
removal." 
" O, yes, I could walk there, 1 v^rHy beKeve !" 
"Ko, senor 'capitano, you are not able to stir 
a limb ; yon know that," answered Giberto, very 
positively. " He could only be taken on a litter. 
But the doctor reftued to let him be moved for 
a week, at least, stoor ¥* 

" That is true ! I fear, sir, I shall have to lay 
here ; but I am comfortable. Giberto is as ai- 
tektive as a nurse could be ; and I fbiff I shall 
be compelled to put off my removal to your 
hospitable mansion till I am better ; and then h 
will be too late ; for iSiere will be no necessity 
for trespassing on your hospitality." 

" You shall convalesce with us. If you c«n*t 
go now, you shall go when you feel better. I 
have promised Gertrude to bring you I** 

" And does she know " ' 

" She knows of your illness, and sympathises 
with you!" 
" Then," he said, as his pale face lighted up, 
1 can bear it. I will bless the blow that awak- 
ens sympathy for me in your daughter's breast I** 
" She is right," said Don Garcia, to himself; 
"Gertrude is right. He loves her. There is 
no use in trying to^ stop the current when ebb 
and flood flow both the same way." 

After passing an hour with Clifford, Don/Gar- 
cia left him, saying that he would visit him daily 
till he was able to bear removal to his house. 
He then took his departure, and reported to Ger- 
trude the result of his visit. She thanked him 
for his goodness in promising to remove him as 
soon as he was better, and then said : 

" Dear father, I would try to put away from 
my heart all thoughts of him, if I thought he 
was unworthy. But I have seen in him such a 
noble nature, that I only wonder he should re- 
gard me with any consideration. I feel hon- 
ored, and respect myself more to think that I 
awakened in such a man esteem and affection." . 

"You don't know how goo4 and beautiM 
you are, Gertrude, dear ! You would grace the 
crown of the best monarch that ever sat upon a 
throne. But if you and Captain Clifford wed, 
and are happy, my ambition will be satisfied. 
An American army officer ranks with a Spanish 
or British noble." 

Thus speaking, Don Garcia left her to look 
after the important affairs which, since the let- 
ters were received the evening before, occupied 
his mind.^ 
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The weariness of tbat long day passed by 
Edward Clifford upon tlie artilleryman's cot was 
alleviated not only by the recollection of Bon 
Garcia's Tisit, bat by the reception, two hoars 
after his departure, of a bouquet of sweet flow- 
ers. His 'soul inhaled the delicious fragrance of 
the gracious words wherein the Donna Gfertmde 
expressed her sympathy for his sufferings, and 
her hopes of his speedy restoration; and assured 
him that she had her father's promise tiiat when 
he was able to be removed, he should become 
their invalid guest at^ Casa Granda. Although 
in the note she did not absolutely tell him how 
dear he was to her, yet every line breathed her 
pure and womanly devotion. 

"This is a balm for wounds both of the heart 
and body, ' Giberto," he said, with happiness 
dancing in his eyes, as he read the letter over 
the third time, while Giberto watched his face. 

" I knew it would do you more good than all 
the prescriptions the doctor wrote, and told 
Gaspar, the Indian, so ; and you see I was right. 
I shouldn't be surprised next to see Donna Ger- 
trude herself coming here !" 

" Indeed ! I fear such happiness is not in store 
for me l" 

" Well, who knows ? But you must not talk. 
Every ten words you speak' will put you back 
an hour." 



" I can read the note and look at the bouquet, 
Giberto, and I am content to be silent." 

"Listen to me, now, senor. They pursued 
your assassins to the waterside, and saw them 
embark with three other men ; but as the gen- 
darmes had no boat, they could not pursue. 
But ihey saw it cross the river." 

" I can't imagine Jheir object. I never saw 
either of the men before." 

" No doubt they attacked you for gold !" 

" Did we not overhear them plotting 1 If it 
was against me they were conspiring when we 
heard them under your window, it was ven- 
geance they were after." 

«« True— so they seemed to talk. Ah, I have 
it, senor?" 

" In what way ? Who are they, think you 1" 

" Tou never yet knew but one man to love a 
fair maiden ? Do you comprehend me, senor V 
• "Not exactly." 

"Do you not suppose that ^q fair Donna 
Gertrudis has other admirers 1" 

"Without doubt." 

"Tou have, in all likelihood, an unknown 
rival, who has done you this mischief." 

" Ton are no doubt in 'the right, Giberto." 

" Gaspar told me when he brought the note, 
which you have just placed on your heart, that 
being awakened by music, last night, he looked 
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through the little ^ated window, which he says 
is placed in the side of the gate, as is ens- 
ternary, and saw that after yon went away, yon 
were followed by two men, who kept as mnch 
in t^e shade as possible." 

"Then it was me they were waiting for at 
your door. I should have followed your advice, 
my discreet Giberto, and I should have escaped 
this wound." 

*' It can't be helped now, senor capitano. The 
cause of the attack, I do not doubt,* was rivalry." 

" I have no'doubt of it. I am now c;uions to 
know who my rival can be. It is no one who 
can be worthy of Donna Gertrudis, who would 
take this method to get rid of me." 

"That it is not! I hope we shall (nd him 
out. Don Garcia will be able, to tell who is 
acquainted with his daughter ; and, as I can de- 
scribe the taller, for the smaller was but a 'ser- 
vant, we may be able to fasten on the assassin, 
if, as I doubt not, he is a rival ! But you musi 
. not talk. I hear some one in the shop. Adios, 
senor, for ten minutes." 

" I am not alone, now," said difibrd, with a 
smile, as he glanced at the bouquet, which he 
now discovered was arranged by the floral al- 
phabet, which he had learned in other lands. 
He read in the language of the flowers, these 
words ; 

" Constancy, truth, forevermore !" 

"Noble, generous Gertrude! Thy frwik and 
truthful heart knows no oopcealment of its pure 
passion. I am not worthy of thee! X have 
cause to bless this wound, winch has, as it were^ 
matured and ripened to the full thy growing love 
for me." 

It was near the close of tfaifl day that Donna 
Gertrudis was standing in the window of the 
balcony, gazing thoughtfully on the rich light 
of the western skies, in which the sun was just 
setting in a sea of crimson and gold. The 
resper bell was tolling, and its sound floated 
past her on the evening air as if callmg her to 
prayer. 

" I will go and pray for him," she said, " and 
to thank the Yir^n for the preservation of his 
life!" 

Don Garcia was in his library, engaged in con- 
versation with two or three strangers. Without 
speaking'widi him, she cast her mantilla about 
her, and descending the marble flight of stairs, 
crossed the paved court, which was fragrant with 
the blossoms of the orange trees that shaded it, 
and cool with the falling water of the fountain. 



Near the gate stood Gaspar, who opened it for 
her to pass out. 

" If my father inquires, tell him I am going 
to vespers !" 

" Si, senorita," answered the Indian domestic^ 
with a dignified inclination of his head ; for in 
his manners there was at all times a gravity and 
native courtesy, seldom seen in servants of other 
races. 

Donna Gertrude entered the chapel, and was 
proceeding to the shrine of the Virgin, when she 
saw standing before it a ybuth, whose beauty 
caused her to stop and gaze unconscfously for 
an instant upon him ; but recollecting herself, 
she colored deeply, and drawing her veil about 
her face, she advanced,- and was going past him 
to another shrine, when he moved away, as if to 
give her a pf&ce he was usurping. He seemed 
to be engaged in admiring the* painting above • 
the shrine, rather than worshipping. For a mo- 
ment or two the image of the extraordinary 
beauty she had be^^eld dwelt on her mind, and 
she could not think of her prayers ; but it was 
only for a moment, for recalling the wounded • 
Cliiford, she began to raise her heart to Heaven 
in devotional orisons, both of gratitude and peti- 
tion, in his behalf. So intently was she engaged, 
and so completely had' she forgotten &e ydung 
stranger, that her veil fell from her head uncon- 
scioosly to her, and exposed, a face of loveliness 
unmatched before in sJl the experience of the 
youthful Gnido. He had been struck with the 
grace of her motion as she approached, and had 
caught a glimpse of the splendor of her eyes, 
before i^e discovered him and veUed. He, 
therefore, watched her aa she knelt, both with 
the worshipping eye of the artist, who adonis the 
beautiful, and with lively curiosity. When her 
veil dropped, and exposed the moulded head 
and neck, and the fanltle98 profile, the tearful 
eyes elevated, the rich, red mouth, moving with 
the modulations of prayer, she seemed to him 
the personification of the Madonna, and could 
scarcely restrain the impulse to bend the knee, 
half in piety, half in gallantry, before so fhir a 
creature, who seemed more to appertain to hea- 
ven than earth ! 

' It was full a minute that he had to gaze in 
admiring wonder upon that pure and holy face, 
which prayer sanctified, before she ended her 
orisons; when. discovering that her light veil 
had proved traitorous to its duty, she glanced 
quickly about her, and seeing the young stran- 
ger's worshipping gaze, she concealed her fea- 
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twxBf rose from the pKveioent, and homed ftom 
the church. 

'^ I must not let this ^Ir vision vanish forever/' 
s^4 Goido, as she dJeappeared; and he at once 
traversed the space to the vestibale and gained 
the street. At a distanoe he saw har passing , 
tbe Casa Granda, and hnnying rapidly ibrward, 
hilt joined by a person who came from the gate, 
-wbo kept a few pacei behind her. This move- 
ment awakened his eniiosity, and he went for- 
ward at the pace which she kept, and with diffi- 
culty kept her in dgbt, espOQially as it was grow- 
ing dark. After trnrersing two streets, he he- 
held her torn down one that led towards ihe 
river, the person who came ont of the gate to< 
join her going now a little befbre her, as if act- 
ing as a guide. This increased his curiosity, 
and although he did not Vke to be in porsoit Oi 
a lady in this way, yet he experienced an im<$on- 
qaerable inclination to discover who she n^as. 

Her beauty, brief as his glance had been of it, 
had made an impression on his heart that irre- 
sistibly drew him towards her. He, therefore, 
ptirsned, and to his snrprise, saw them stop and 
enter an obscure hoaae, for from her appearance, 
he believed her high-bom and opulent. His in*- 
tereat was now more vividly awakened, and he 
hastened till he reached the door, which he saw, 
• from a single lamp which lighted it, was the 
/ hnmble shop of a tobacconist. As he pawed 
the door, he saw her seated, closely veiled, and 
Giberto and Gaspar standing, with the former of 
whom she was speaking. But the passing step^ 
caused her to turn her head, and the light falling 
full upon the handsome features of the young 
ixian she had left in the chapel, she started visi- 
bly ; but whether with pleased emotion or dis- 
pleasure, Guido had no means of divining. He 
-walked on without stopping or drawing the* at- 
tention of 4he two men. 

" He will be almost cured by the sight of you, 
senora/' said Giberto, who was all smiles ; for 
he felt justly proud of the honor of receiving so 
lovely a guest. - 

" I don't know that I ought to have come ; 
but—" 

" You have done perfectly right, senora ! The 
good Book says that we must visit the sick in 
their affliction." 

"I remembered these words in my prayers, 
senor Giberto, and therefore did I resolve to 
come. So stopping at the gate to bid Gaspaj; 
show me the way, I thought I would see that 
Captain Clifibrd was in need of nothing ; for I 



could not rest in quiet tonight, if I supposed he 
was enduriilg any «nffering that I might have 
raUeved." 

" You are a true C^hristian, senora,^' answered 
Gibeito, in a tone of pointiveness as hearty as if 
he wovld have dieerfuUy challenged to mortal 
oombat any one iiiio sbeuld presume to ques- 
tion it. ** I will tell him yos have eome to see 
him—" 

** No, o^^-not to see him !" intemi)>4ed Ger- 
trude, quickly, and deeply blushing, " but you, 
good Giberto, to see yoN, and learn how he was ; 
and to tell yon to take every care of him, and I 
will see &at you are repaid for any loss that 
y6ur business may suffer theveby.'^ 

" Thanks, senora, but I am paying a debt that 
I ean never pay, by any&ing I do for el Senor 
Papitan Clifford. He saved my life In Mexico, 
and can I do enoueh to show my gratitude V 

" I see you are very kind and good, and that 
he could not be in bettw hands." 

" Thank you, noble lady. I can do but little ; 
but it has heart in it. I can't smooth a pillow 
so softly as a lady, bat I can smooth it kindly. 
You must not go away without seeing him !" 

" Not to-night. I will call with Don Garcia, 
perhaps," she answered; and then rising, she 
extended her hand as if to shake that of the ar- 
taieryinan, ted leflk a heavy purse in it. 

" What is this ? Tut ! no, lady 1 1 do not need 
this I Don't pay me for doing my duty. I will 
not take If. Captain Clifford is as near to me 
as he is to anybody, and no one shall give me 
gold to take care of him." 

'* Pardon me, Giberto, I did not mean to hurt 
your feelings." 

" I know it, senora, I know it. I am a poor 
man, but gold wont buy my good deeds or love 
for my neighbors ! Here, take it, senora 1" 

Donna iGrertrude received the purse, and put- 
ting her small hand in that of the honest soldier, 
said, with tearful emotion : 

" I see your heart is in the right place, good 
Giberto. II I had known you so well, I should 
not have offered you gold, nor felt anxious about 
the situation of Captain CUfford. Adios I" 

"Adios, noble lady," answered the artillery- 
man, as he respectfully pressed his moustache to 
the back 9f the fair hand, " may all the saints 
protect you. Ah, I do not wonder now at Cap- 
tain Clifford's attachment to you. The note 
and bouquet you sent him almost healed him ! 
At one time I thought he would jump up a well 
man and dance a bolero. One such present a 
day, in a week hell he np.'^ 
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Cb(tlade s^MUd, for this ioeonnt ctoepeaed her 
happy ooBsdcMvaesa oC heing loved. 

"You may teH jlim I hare called, ^Hbestio, if 
70a thittk it wiU gmtiff h^." 

''HeneednotbeteUil, hidy. He iainthe 
room ahore, and as there I0. no docwto the itairs, 
he has heard every word yon have eaid^ and I 
have no doabt la growing better'efwj word that 
yon speak/' 

Donna Gertmde looked charmingly confiued 
and smiling, yet half-annoyed she drew her veil 
abont her face, and took leave withont again 
opening her lips. Caspar followed her. ft was 
now qnite dark, and he k^t dose by her side. 
After they had gone one sqnare, seeing that 
some one followed, he stopped, and speaking to 
a gendarme who was standing on the comer, he 
reminded him of the attempted assassination of 
the preceding night, and desired him to prevent 
the farther following of the person behind, lest 
he shoald be an enemy; infonning the gen- 
darme that the female he was escorting was his 
mistress. Donna Gertmdis de Annas. 

** The person was standing near the honse out 
of which we -came, as if in waiting," added Gas- 
par, '' and I know that he was behind us when 
we entered it." 

** He shall be attended to," answered the gnar- 
dian of the safety of the city ; and Caspar and 
his lovely charge passed on. 

"Dost thon know, sir man-at-arms," sdd 
Caido, approaching the watchman, "the parties 
who stopped and spoke to thee ?" 

The gendarme would have responded roughly, 



bat stmck by his noble appeannoe and conzteey 
in his address, he replied : 

" They have desired me to prevent yon from 
following them, monnenr, iHiichlliave prom- 
ised to do." 

" Then I have aimoyed* Hie lady by my idle 
cuioeity. It is no matter, seaor, I merely de- 
sired to know the abode of the fidr stranger." 

" Bhe is of a noble Spanish family, wfaidi is 
all I can tell thee ; thon hadst best promenade 
some other street, monsiear I" 

" Very well. I mean no harm, senor. I am 
a stranger in your cily, and seeing the fair giil 
in the i^apel, I did bat oocapy an idle hoar in 
seeing where so sweet a bird nestles 1 Ton keep 
strict watch on passengers 1" 
. " There is need I Last night, not far hence, 
an officer was well nigh assassinated by two 
strangers." 

"And were they taken ?" 

*' No. They sncceeded in escaping in a boat 
to the other side, and probably have concealed 
themselves in the forests, or bayoos." 

" This is my ancle and Tito," marmaxed 
Gaido to himself, as he tamed back and pnrsned 
his walk in the direction of his hotel. " By the 
gqlden rood I he has made himself a good name 
in this city, in brief space. If I had no more 
conscience than this ancle of mine, I would hang 
myself! He woald as lief cat a man's throat as 
Tito ! and Tito has no compunctions that way 
Ah, here is the cigar shop, out of which came 
the lady I I can inquire here for what news I 
need, under the plea of , making a purchase of 
cigars. This is a happy thought." 
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Qiberto therefore regarded the handsome and 
aristocratic-IookiDg stranger with complacency, 
and handed him a box of rare cigars, saying : 

" From the island, senor ?" 

" Yes, we have been there." 

" Castiliano, I have no doubt ?" 

" I have seen Spain," responded Guido, who 
was pleased to have those questions put to him, 
es it would be an excuse for him to put a few 
inquiries also. 

" I would like to see it before I die, senor. A 
I num is happy wh6 s^es the land of his fore- 
Mbthers." 

" Ton are an Amfericano V* 

** A Mexican Americano, senor." 

" Your cigars are faultless." 

" I am glad they please you !" 

" You should have customers of taste." 

" Yes, I do not complain." 

" Even^ladies are tempted to buy of you !" 

" No, no, senor, not often." 

" I thought I saw one here this evening as I 
was passing.'' 

"Ah, true !" Here Giberto'S' suspicions were 
roused, and he said to himself, ** Be discreet, 
Giberto ! Blab not too freely. This strahger 
is acting the inquisitor. I will not betray la 
senora. Who knows what mischief might be 
made of her being here." 

" Who was the lady — is she known to thee ?" 
continued Guido, ignorant of what was passing 
in<4he old soldier^s thoughts. 

*\ don't ask the names of my customers, 
senor. Suppose after 'you left, one should sjtep 
in and say, Senor Giberto, canst thou tell me 
the name of the young caballero who was but 
now in thy shop ? I could only answer, I know 
not ; it is not my business to €isk the names of 
my customers, so that I know the value of the 
coin they pay me." 



Guido discovered in this reply a caution which 
Only increased his curiosity touching the name 
and condition of the beautiful devotee of the 
chapel. But he Would not press further inquiry 
in this question, but trust to his good fortune to 
discover who she might be. He was about leav- 
ingiihe shop, when Giberto asked, in the tone of 
a man who has news he would like to impart : 

" Have yon heard of the attempt to assassi- 
nate Captain Clifford 1" 

Guido could not prevent a deep color coming 
into his cheeks ; for he well knew who had made 
the attempt, and dropping a cigar, he stooped to 
pick it up, in order to hide his emotion, which 
he feared the tobacconist would interpret into 
guilt. 

" Yes, I heard something of it, senor," he 
replied, recovering his erect attitude. Giberto 
noticed the increased flush, but attributed it to 
the act of stooping. " I hope that he is not 
dead." , 

''^No, but it was not the fault of the assassin. 
It happened right here by my door. I ran out 
to the aid of the captain, and just in time to turn 
a blow aimed at his heart into his ribs. He is 
now up stairs on his cot ; and will have to be on 
his back a score of days, I fear I" 

" Have you any certain idea who the assassin 
wag ?" 

" There wer^ two of them, senpr. I think I 
would know them both if I should see them." - 

"Ah, then there is some likelihood o/ his 
arrest." 

"I hope so. I am a poor man, but I would 
gi^e one hundred silver pesos to have either of 
them taken, especially, the smallest one, who 
struck the blow, and looks for all the world like 
a vilano relation of mine, who, I have no doubt, 
has been let loose from hell to do this deed. His 
name is Tito." 
. " What, the name of the assassin ?" 
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" Of my nephew." 
. "By the good mass 1" said Guido to himself, 
"this man is not wrong in his snnnises. I must 
giye Tito warning, or his arrest will lead to that 
of Don Conrado. The rogne would infonn to 
saye his neck. I hope my nnde will soon get 
through with his hasiness, and leare a city where 
we may all get into trouble." 

" I am glad to hear the officer is doing so well. 
Will you permit me to go up and see himi 
Tell him I am an artist." 

** There caA he no harm, senor. I will ask 
him." 

Giberto soon returned, and beckoning to Gui- 
do, he went up after him. Clifford surveyed the 
fine features of the handsome Spanish youth with 
admiration, as he saw him approach his cot. 
Upon them was an expression of sympathy ; for 
Guido by no means approved of all his uncle's 
deeds of violence, and especially of this, at the 
recital of which by Bon Conrado in the cabin of 
the vessel, he had been justly indignant, though 
he cared not to manifest it to him, whom he did 
not care to make his enemy. He was, there- 
fore, now gratified at the opportunity of visiting 
the couch of the victim and sympathizing with 
one who, he felt, had been foully dealt with. 
The kind sympathy of his face at once won 
. Clifibrd's confidence. 

''•You are very kind, senor, to take the trouble 
to visit me," he said, extending his hand, which 
Guido pressed almost fraternally. " Sit down, 
senor ; the apartment is humble, but a king's 
heart dwells here," he added, as he glanced 
gratefully at Giberto. " To this brave man I 
owe my escape from death ; and to his hospi- 
tality my present comfort." 

" Tut ! not a word, capitano^ not any such 
talk about me ! I have done my duty. I hear 
^ome one in the shop. This noble gentleman I 
can leave with you with ^afety ; for his heart is 
in the right place who knows how to feel and to 
show feeling for the sick !" 

" You seem to have been severely wounded, sir 
captain," said Guido, regarding the resolute and 
chivalrous countenance of the cavahy officer with 
great interest. " I am sorry for your accident." 

" You are very kind, senor." 

" I have no doubt you will soon be up again. 
Patience in such cases is a great restorer. Hai^ 
you any idea who wounded you 1" 

"None." 

Guido felt relieved. He condemned the act 
of his uncle, but he did not desire his detection. 



wiiich would involve also hin&self ; and he had 
no desire to suffer for the crime of another. 

" Can yon divine a motive, senor ?" he asked. 

"None, unless it may be rivalry," answered 
Clifford, slightly smiling ; " this is Giberto's 
opinion. But if I have any rival, I never saw 
him!" 

"A lady, then, m the case," said Guido, plea- 
santly. "I dare say. But this was a cowardly 
way to attack a rival." 

"I will do the cavalier justice," answered 
Clifford. " He met ' me fairly, and, now that I 
rec<^ect, he did say that I had crossed his path 
in love, and that I must defend myself. I had 
forgotten this. Giberto is right. It was a rival, 
but who, I know not ! He did not strike the 
blow, but it was the act of his companion, whom 
he would have kept back, in order to have the 
duel with me himself. I will do him justice so 
far; but he should have been satisfied that I was 
armed with a sword, if he intended to give me a 
fair combat. As it was, I had but a pistol, which 
discharged, left me in their power. He was not 
a proper assassin ; but he nevertheless took me 
at unfair advantage ; and should have kept his 
man off. The cavalier was evidently a gentle- 
man, by his voice and bearing.'' 

" I am in hopes that your wound will prove ' 
less severe than is believed, senor." 

" Thanks, sir," answered Clifford, who coold 
not keep his eyes from the face of the handsome 
stranger, which he seemed to i^gard not only 
with admiration, but to study with a sort of re- 
flective perception, as if reminded by it of some 
reminiscence too shadowy and indistinct to be 
clearly fastened upon. " Giberto informed me 
that you were an artist, senor." 

" Yes, captain, I am rather tifl. amateur than 
a professed artist ; for my skill is not great 
enough to rank me with men of genius, who 
develop art daily with their pencils. Yet I have 
painted portraits." 

" Senor artist, I have confidence in your skill. 
May I ask a favor of you." 

" It shall be granted, if in my power." 

" I wish you to exercise your skill upon a face 
that would mock a common pencil. Yet, fr4m 
your air and appearance, I^ fear me that you do 
not Heed to resort to your pencil, and that I am 
about to trespass on your courtesy." 

"Not in the least, senor. If I can serve you 
I will do so." 

" Have you an atelier in the city 1" 

" No. I am a stranger here, and have only a 
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room at the hotel St Loais. Bat I have mj 
pencil and colors. Yoa have only to command 
me." 

" Then you can do me a great faror. But I 
must first obtain the lady's consent." 

"No doabt that will be easy, senor; as ladies 
are seldom known to be indifferent to seeing 
their features reprodaoed on the canvas. Bat 
I only paint on ivory." 

"So mnch the better. I wish aminiatnre. 
Will yoa call and see me to-morrow evening 1" 
aaked Clifford, after a few moments' reflection. 

" Yes, with pleasare." 

" Will you bring yoar pencils 1" 

" I will come prepared to paint the lady's por- 
trait, if you desire it." 

** I am not certain that I can obtain her con- 
sent ; bat yoa may come prepared, senor." 

The two young men then continued to con- 
verse on various subjects, until they seemed to 
have known each other for years; and when 
Guide, after being with him two, hours, took his 
leave, Clifford saw him depart with real regret. 

"A proper and generous young man, senor 
capitano," said Giberto, after he had shut up 
his shop and come up stairs for the night. 
- — *^es ; he seems to possess every noble quality 
that could dwell in the human bosom. I should 
love him like a brother did I o£ten see him." 

"And he thee ; for I see that thou hast taken 
his heart, and that you will be great friends." 

"I wonder who he is? He seems so much 
above his position of earning subsistence by his 
pencil, that I more than suspected that he was 
only an amateur, and consents to gratify me be- 
cause he dislikes to refuse me." 

*' His dress is extremely rich, and his a|>pear- 
ance above any sort of occupation," said Giberto. 

" Nevertheless, we must take his word for it. 
^ow to obtain Donna Gertrudts's consent. 

" That will be easy 1 I will go and ask it for 
you." ^ 

"Thank you,. Giberto. To-morrow her ser- 
vant will be here ; and I will try and scribble a 
note to her, and 'solicit the favor." 

" She will grant it, senor. No doubt of that 
at all ; and so this handsome painter will soon 
give you her duplidate ; and I have great hopes 
the sight of it all the time in your hands will 
help your recovery more than anything else— «o 
I am for having vDonna Gertrude consent. Let 
me but have her ear five minutes, and I would 
fiirit with such arguments that she would even 
. be willing to come here and sit for it." < 



" I fear your zeal would overshoot tiie mark, 
good Giberto. To-morrow I will write to her. 
If she consents, I will send this youthful artist 
totheCasaGrandal" 

Captain Clifford, seeing Giberto put his finger 
on his lips as a sign that he was talking too 
mncli, ceased, and soon fell asleep, and dreamed 
that he was an artist and painting the picture of 
Gertrude, which, When he had finished, presented, 
instead of her face, the almost equally beautiful 
one of the young artist. 

Before Guide went to his lodgings, he called 
at the cafe of Loupe de Blase. Here he was 
told to his surprise, by Tito, that Don Conrado 
had gone out at dark, and was not yet returned. 
Guide then gave Tito to understand that he had 
been recognized by the old tobacconist, and that 
it became him to keep as much within the walls 
of the cafe as he could conveniently. 

" What did the gray moustache srfy of me ?" ^ 
demanded Tito, who had gone up to the cigar 
shop after his master left, and from the opposite 
side watched the occupant till he was perfectly 
convinced that it was his relation in his own per- 
son. This discovery did not contribute to his 
satisfaction, and he returned to the cafe, where 
Guide joined him, quite disposed to abide by his 
advice to keep himself from observation. 

" If thou art taken, thou wilt betray Doh Con- 
rado, and also lose thy own life." 

" I have no desire to lose it, be assured, senor 
Guide," he answered ; " if el senor capitan will 
give me leave, I'll go back to the brigantine and 
remain until he comes." * 

" Thou canst ask him. Do you know whither 
he has gone ?" 

" To the house of Don Garcia de Armas 1" 

" So I suspected. Tell him I have been here, 
and that I have learned that he can be recognized 
by the soldier and that he must move with cir- 
cumspection." 

" The sooner we all leave this city the better. 
I can't stay in the same place with the artillery- 
sergeant, my relative !" 

." Doubtless Don Conrado will complete his 
affair to-night ; and if so, you may soon leave." 

" The saints grant it. Every time I hear a 
step I fancy it is old Giberto's.'/ 

" Your conscience has made a coward of you, 
at last, Tito." 

" Thou knowest not all, senor," answered 
Tito, with a shake of his head^ as he let Gaido 
out ; and having shut the door, he added, " I 
must put Giberto Lopedo out of the way, or I 
am a dead man if he meets me 1" 
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Wb DOW turn to the captain of the brigan- 
titie, whose movements it is our purpose to fol- 
low. Upon quitting the cafe of Loupe de Blase, 
he took his way, under cover of the dark hour 
that intervened between the twilight and the ris- 
ing of the moon, in the direction of the Casa 
Qranda. Wrapped to the eyes in his Italian 
cloak, jn order that he m)ght not be recognized 
by any of the gendarmes who had seen him the 
evening before, he threaded the streets at a rapid 
step ; but being unfamiliar with the city, he lost 
his way more than, once ; but fortunately recol- 
lecting the name of the street on which Don 
Garcia lived, he was directed aright by the slaves 
wh^m he met; for he took care not to inquire of 
any other persons. As he drew near the man- 
i^ion, which he recognized by the height of its 
imposing front, he began to walk slower, delib- 
erating in his mind how he should approach the 
crisis which his destiny seemed about to bring 
about. Thoughtfully he passed along, when he 
heard a female shriek not far before him, accom- 
panied by voices of men, the clashing of wea- 
pons, and tramping of feet as of men engaged in 
mortal fray. He at once drew his cutlass, and 
hastened to the scene, drawn by the continued 
cry of the lady for help. As he drew near, he 
saw two men combating with one who was gal- 
lantly defending with a dagger a lady who was [ 



clinging to hhn, but' whom' a third ruffian was 
endeavoring to drag from his protection. Ir r 
moment Don Conrado was at the spot, and 
taking the side of the single man, he made 
such good use of his sword that he soon laid 
one of the men at his feet, bleeding from a 
cloven skull, while the other fled ; but the third 
still endeavored to obtain possession of the fe* 
male. Upon this, Don Conrado attacked him, 
but he found he had to do with a person well 
skilled in the use of the sword, and who foughl 
with the courage and coolness of a cavalier. 
Victory, however, decidedan favor of the cap- 
tain of the brigantine, he having maimed the 
sword hand of his antagonist so • severely, that 
with an exclamation of anguish he let his sword 
fall, and took to flight. 

Donna Gtertrude in a voice trembling with 
strong emotion, both of gratitude and joy, cried, 
" thanks, a thousand thanks, brave sir I I owe 
you my life and liber4;y." 

" I am too happy to have served you, senora," 
answered Conrado, who instantly recognized the 
voice of Donna Oertrude, though three- years had 
passed since he had heard it. He also trembled 
in his deepest soul with joy at the good fortune 
that had made him of such service to her, at 'a 
time when he needed the gales of his destiny to 
blow fair. But he did not see fit to make him- 
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seff known to her then, lest the cap which was 
presented to his lips might be dashed from it ere 
he could inhale its fragrance. It was too dark 
to recognise features, and only by voices coald 
they; hare discovered one another. He, there- 
fore, replied in a disgnised and sabdned manner, 
•* I trust you are not hurt 1'* 

•* No, senorT My servant, I fear, is wounded," 
she said, with feeling, for he was once stricken 
to his knee. "Art thou not hurt, Gaspar V 

^ It is but a scratch, lady. A plaster will heal 
it in a day or two." 

*' Thanks to thee, also, noble Gaspar f If yon 
had not combated for me as bravely as you did, 
till this gentl^an came up, I should have been 
carried off." 

" I can never congratulate myself enough in 
being at hand, lady," answered Conrado. "Let 
us not delay here. Do you dwell far distant 
from this place 1" 

" I live but half a square from here, senor!" 

"Allow me to escort you safely. The ruffians 
may return, and you should be sheltered. Have 
you any idea who they are ?" - 

" I have, senor," answered D6na Gertrudis, 
with a hesitating tone, which faltered as. if she 
did not care to explain further. 
- "Ah, ha ! A second rival I have," muttered 
Conrado to himself! "I wish I had put my 
sword through his heart. By the mass, my lady 
is attractive ! But fortune has given me favor. 
What shall I do ? Shall I attend her home, 
woo her in her house under vantage of rescuing 
her, for*8urely she will not look unkindly on her 
preserver ; or shall I attempt to carry her off to 
my boat now I K I had two of my men here 
now, I would make the attempt. But alone, 
and this Gaspar to fight for her, it will be im- 
possible. So I will banish this wild idea from 
my mind !" 

These meditations were interrupted by the 
voice of Donna Gertrudis, who stopped at the 
gate of the Oasa Grande. 

" Here, senor, is my residenc%. I am the 
daughter of Don Garcia de Armas, and as he 
will desire to thank you for the service you 
have done this child, you must "not refuse to 
come in I" 

"Indeed, lady, I have done nothing to deserve 
your courtesy, or his thanks ; but as it will give 
me pleasure to know better so charming a per- 
son as I know you must be, from the sound of 
your voice, for I cannot see your features, I will 
accept your invitation." 
4 



By means of a pass-key Gaspaf opened the 
gate, and admitting both, closed ^it as half a 
dozen gendarmes, alwayi; toe late at an affray, 
were hurrying past with iron heels, to the place 
whence the sounds of the combat reached their 
ears. On the stairs that ascended to the draw- 
ing-rOoms, Graspar met another servant, who 
told Donna Gertrudis that her father having been 
cafled for by two cavaliers in the uniform of 
officers, just at dark, had gone wiA them,- saying 
that when Donna Gertrude came in from vespers, 
she should be told that he would be back before 
ten o'clock. 

At hearing this the heart of the captain of the 
brigantine bounded with joy. (Jertrude expe- 
rienced for an instant a Srief embarrasirment at 
the idea of being left to entertain an entire 
stranger ; but her grateful fbelin^s towards him 
prevented her from wishing that she had not - 
invited him. 

Gaspar led the way to the front drawing-room , 
upon the pier-table in Which a softly-shaded solar 
light was burning like a silvery veiled- moon, 
shedding a miM and dreamy radiance around, 
revealing and half^ooncealing the gorgeous fur- 
lushing of the apartments. 

Donna Grertrude having led the way into this 
room, invited Don Conrado to be seated. She 
then excused herself for a few moments, till she 
could arrange her toilet, . which in the rough 
handling of the affray had become disordered. 
As she removed her veil as she' left the room, he 
thought she looked more beautiful than he had 
ever dreamed she could look. Her escape had 
given a flush to her cheek, and splendor of light 
to her eyes that heightened her loveliness in his 
eyes. 

Finding himself alone^ he started up and 
walked the magnificent room. His eye, accus- 
tomed to luxury, was attracted by none of these 
baubles of wealth. He paced up and down with 
bent brow and thoughtfill eyes, communing with 
his thoughts. 

" The saints deserve my orisons," he mused 
within himself. "By the fairest fortune that 
ever could happen to a lover, I am placed in the 
very boudoir of my proud and beautiful mistress, 
her protector, and all her heart warm with grati- 
tude towards me ! What can I ask more ? 
Even Don Garcia is spirited out of the way, and 
the field is all mine to win, or— yes, there is the 
or--or to lose. If I were wholly a stranger, I 
have made a beginning that might make me one 
of her favored lovers in time, for I begin to per- 
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eeiw she ]ia# )oyen maoj ; for I hare cioseed 
with two alreadj. Bat mj poritioii is worse 
than it would be were I a pcorfect stranger. She 
thinks well of me no^ tarns. 

And I snffer her to setf ire so 

stodiooslj concealed i ^h the 

gate, she will4)egin to i foot. 

I mast keep inoogniU take a 

arorable impression n recog- 

nizes me. I mnst not hide mj face. This wont 
do. I will lessen the radiance of this light some- 
what till there prevails a twilight in the xoom, 
which will serve to conceal mj features whil^ I 
try to soften her heart I How incomparably 
lovely she has become. A little taller and faller, 
and with a «lower-stepy<bnt in all, enhanced in 
beaaty like a yoothfol goddess in rich maturity. 
Ah, it were worth a voyage from the Mediter- 
ranean to the >Mi8sissippi, to gue on such a peer-, 
ess creatare I" 

While he was thns soliloquising, he f|^ 
proached the marble table on which the argand 
lamp stood. A locket lay upon it. He took it 
up, and saw the likeness of Gertrode, looking 
as he had last seen her, three years before. He 
stood and gazed npon it, holding it in the hollow 
of his palm. 

" How like her I The same rich month, that 
so hanghtUy forbade me her presence ! The 
same glorious brown eye, that sent lorth light- 
nings to annihilate me, becaose I did, in a mo- 
ment of too free love, alarm her virgin modesty 1 
Pure and cold as the polar star 1 O, lady, how 
can so m||Ch scorn find a home in a face so an- 
gelic I Ah, what is this ! a crucifi^ of gold I 
Sy the cross ! it is one which in my first favored 
hours I placed upon her bosom. She has pre- 
served it I She cannot, therefore, wholly hate 
the giver V 

He heard a light step, and instantly turning 
the lamp down, he said something as if he were 
examining it and had turned it by accident, but 
he placed himself so that it could not be ap- 
proached to be raised, and so that his features 
might be thrown into shade. It was Donna Grer- 
trudis who entered. There was light enough for 
the radiance of her beauty to be seen ; and he 
gazed worshipping. 

" I will raise the light, senor." 

" No— do not take the trouble," he said. - 

" I am sorry ^X>on Garcia is not at home, sir ; 
but I trust he will i!ot be long absent." 

" I should miss no other one, lady, in your 
presence," he answered with gallantry. 

Ponna Gertrudis slightly started, and bent her 



glance eamesUj towards the spefkff* hur^tj, 
however, a scrutiny that ijevealed nothing ; for 
his face was shadowy in the twilight he had 
created. 

"* Mf^ I know, sir, #hom I have the hi^pines* 
of thanking for my protection ?" she said, stiU, 
as he saw, trying to make oat his features as well 
as their reUtive posi^ns with the lamp behind 
him, would let her. 

" I am a stranger in the dty,lady. Xt iiws; by ^ 
a fortunate accident that I happened to be near 

"Itwai^ indeed, sexior* It was my own im- 
prudence to suffer myself to be ea^>osed to such 
an attack, by being abroad so late." 

" One of them seemed to be a gentleman/' 

Dqoda Gertrude colored slightljr, and bit her 
pret^ lip, but made at first no reply; bat she 
saw4iiat a frown contracted for m instant one. 
of his arched eye-brows. 

'' Tes, sir, pQihaps^o I" she at length said. 

Gaspar at that moment entering the room to 
ask her if he should send in refreshments and 
coffee, she bade him raise .the l^p.- Don Con- 
rado could show no reason for preventing his 
obedience to the command of his mistress, and 
as the servant appfbached, he rose and took his 
seat so that the |kedeftal and statue of a marble 
Hebe would cast its shadow directly in a Use 
with his person. Gaspar rmsed the lamp to an 
exceeding brilliancy, and then left the room with 
instructions to bring in coffee in a quarter of an 
hour, if Don Garcia did not arrive." 

As Conrado rose and walked to the seatt>y the 
statue, the eyes of Gertrude followed him with 
curiosity, which was deepened from the certainty 
that he was studiously concealing his features. 
She therefore no sooner saw him take a seat on 
the fauteuil in the shade of the statue, than she 
felt an uneasiness and a faintness at the heart 
she could not account for.^ She seemed to feel 
as if her courage was leaving her. A dreadful 
darkness seemed to settle upon her soul. She 
trembled, and she scarcely knew why. But she 
made a strong effort to throw off these feelings, 
and succeeded. 

"Are you a native of Louisiana, lady V* care- 
lessly asked Don Conrado, who was not insen- 
sible to a change in her, and who feared each 
moment she would recognize him before the ar- 
rival of Don Garcia. 

"No, senor, of Spain." 

" Thou, hast the noble Castilian air so strik- 
ingly, that I should have guessed this without 
asking the question I I have been in Spain, and 
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I am willing to take oath that its maidena rar- 
pass thoM of all other dimes. There is a stately 
air, a piond step, a qaeenly grace about them as 
they speak and more, that stamps them with 
anperiority !" 

" Yon speak, senor, as if yon^had been favored 
with the smiles of some one of these noble 
dames," said Gertmde, smiling. 

"Ah, no, lady!" answered Don Conrado, 
throwing into his yoice a sadness that he tmly 
lielt, withont doabt; "ah, no, lady; it has been 
my lot to love unrequited ! ^b give my heart 
and bend my knee where flras proudly dis- 
dained!" w 

" The lady must hare been cold, or else her 
heart gi^en beforehand, to be wooed by a brave 
man and treat him thus 1" 

"Neither cold nor betrothed, lady. "tilled, 
at first she looked not unkindly upon me* she 
loved to hear my stories of adventure on land 
and flood, and she would weep or laugh, as the 
current of my tale ran sonowM or gay. I fool- 
ishly thought that she whom I could move to 
tears I could mojre to love me !" 

"And would she not liftar thy suit V* 

" Nay, lady ; but when I spoke to her of love, 
. of my deep passion, and told her how my hap- 
piness lay in her keeping, and that henceforth I 
should live or die, as she gave ju^S^^^^ she 
spoke to me proudly, disdained me as-a wooer ; 
and' when I urged her to relent, she shut herself 
up from me ! Her noble father was my fHend j 
and he did use his parental ihfluence to turn her 
heart to pity. But she was firm, and said that 
she had of late heard* rumor spestk my name 
coupled with wrong and rapine, and that she 
would not be a bandit's or sea-robber's bride." 

" But, sir, it could not be true," said Gertmde, 
her bosom heaving with indescribabl eemotion. 

" True ! It was the foul calumny of hundred- 
tongaed rumor. But she believed it! and I, no 
longer slave enough to "bow to the shrine that 
mocked my prayers, left her, and went to foreign 
lands. But I have not forgotten her! Every 
day she has been near my heart, and I have 
dreamed of her at night. At length I returned 
to seek her and once more plead my suit." 

"And I trust she heard it\with favor, if , as I 
cannot but believe, senor, you showed her that 
^ese rumors were false indeed." 

" I found her father had removed and gone to 
Cuba, where he held rich lands. Thither I fol- 
lowed, and learned that he had been exiled for 
his patriotism, and come to New Orieans. 



ThiUier I came, also, and but yesterday arrived, 
in hopes that—" 

Here Donna Gertmde, whose agitation had 
been sensibly increasing each moment, started 
two steps towards him. 

" I am not mistaken ! Your voice— story ! — *? 

"Ail prove me to be thy friend and constant 
lover, as well as recent protector, Conrado de 
Beltran," he answered, rising and standing in 
the full light of the lamp. 

" I recognise thee too well, Don Conrado," 
she answered, after a moment's terrified gaze 
upon him, as he stood before her, half a suppli- 
ant, half-defiant. '^ I had not this foreboding of 
woe for nought." As she spoke, she shrank back 
from hin^ ; for he looked as if he were about to 
approach her. " D^ not come near me ! Go 1 
Leave me before Ito» you again ! Leave me 
while there is gratitude in my heart warm to- 
wards you for the service you have done for me 
tfl|iiight 1* But, O, had I known to whose arm 
I was indebted, I would rather have chosen the 
fate fronuwhich you rescued me ! For I foresee 
and feel evil and woe in your presence here !" 

" JJay, lady, nay, you are too nnforgiving !" 

" Unforgiving ? I am not thy judge, evil man 1 
I have nothing to forgive ! I have notldhg to do 
with theel Leav^ me! Yott'saj^ you hat^ 
sought me out f that yon hate folfowed me from 
land to land f Ah, holy Maria f more's the pity ! 
Speak; and tell me why thou art here !" 

" To kneel thus to thee, sweet and adorable 
Gertmde, and renew to thee Ae offer of my 
heart and hand ! I am rich ; Don Garcia is 
impoverished ; I wHl enrich him, and thou shialt 
roll in the wealth of a princess f* 

"Don Conrado de Bdtran, yau must kno# 
that I detest you !" answered Gertmde, with a 
flashing eye. " I can nevet honor you or endure 
your presence. Yoxix wealth is the spoils of 
Mood ! You degrade me and insult my noble 
father by such base propositions ! I know your 
career ! I know you to be as evil as the world 
has given you name for!. I know you to be 
disgraced by your^ queen; to bri exiled from 
your paternal shores ; to be a wahderer and an 
adventurer, nay, a buccaneer of the ocean, with 
your hand against every man 1" 

"Prithee, how much more hast thou learned,* 
proud lady ?" 

" That you will never win Gertmde de Armas. 
Therefore depart 1 If possible,! detest you more 
than ever, since you have this night placed me 
under obligation to you. I would rather have 
died than have incurred it f 
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Dox ComsLiBO had aU the "while preaerved 
his covipoBnre, but (Bvidcntly mth a ]m>w«tM 
effort. But now his eye lighted up like & leop* 
ard's, and with a frown darkening abpve it like 
a thnnder cloud discharging lightnings, he said, 
witheringly: 

''Thou art a yery pythoness, beantifol and 
fierce creature 1 I .feel like striking tiiee through 
the heart, thou hast so enraged me.; but I loye 
thee too well, too well ! By the mass, thy beauty 
is glorious in the brightness of thy anger. Wo* 
man,' I see yon hate me I 'But do not insult me 1 
There is a point of forbearance beyond which 
human nature will not yield \" 

" Then leave me !" 

"If I am so hateful to thee, why hast thou 
pi^senrsd this crucifix V' he demanded, as he 
snatched from the tablethe golden gift. 

** Thy touch, even, tonld not pollute this holy 
thing ! In it I saw my Sayiour in anguish, and 
not thy gift 1 I would not cast away such a 
thing as this I Its preseryation has nought to, 
do with thy remembrance—but to its sasred 
subject !" 

<< I see you have no heart 1 I am an idiot to 
haye loyed thee, ever I I will try' and cure the 
madness." 

" Thou wonldst .be happier." 

" But thou hast a heart. It is not all arctic 
ice. For thou hast lovers V 



" Gaspar 1" called Donna Gertrude, as she saw 
that Don Conrado's eye glared furiously upon 
her. The Cuban was at the moment apj^oach- 
ing the door with coffee on |k sUyer waiter. 

"Senoral" 

" Serve the gentleman, lind when . he has re- 
freshed himself show him to the gate," she said, 
in a commanding tone. Then turnip to Don 
Conrado, she continued in the same manner, 
" You will excuse me, Senor de Beltran, from 
further duties of hospitality* When my father 
returns, he will, no doubt, entertain you more 
agreeably than I have done." These final words 
were uttered with ineffable scorn ; and the beau- 
tiful and incensed girl left the apartment, show- 
ing in her step, look, and air, that she felt herself 
deeply insulted by the intrusion of one so de- 
tested into the house, even under t|ie peculiar 
circumstances of which he had availed himself 
to obtain admittance. 

** An incensed Minerva I an offended Juno ! a 
pouting Hebe 1 a vexed Venus I an angry angel, 
all in one 1'^ said the captain of the brigantine, 
as he followed her retiring figure with his eyes. 
He smUed as he spoke, Ji>ut there were evil 
thoughts in the smile. It seemed to express 
contemplated and sure revenge for all this. 

" It is her hour now I It will, by-and-by, be 
imine h Had she been less haughty, less personal, 
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I might hare forgiren her, and gone away and 
tried to forget her I Sut she has too deeply in- 
sulted me to be pardoued! Keyenge shall be, 
my pnniflhment^ She shall be mine! I. will 
live only to get possession of her. The smn 
shall Shine henceforth only to. give light to me 
to take her! the earth shall roll, round only to 
create me timer* 

"Senor!" 

This was tb& third, time Gaspar had tried to 
draw his attention to the oup of coffee that he 
was holding at his elbow. - . . ^ 

"Well, what is it?" 

" Coffee, senor." • 

" Yes, coffee I meed J Thanlus. Are you the 
brave feUow who, so well defended your mis- 
tress?" 

" Si, senor." 

'^ There is a gold onza." 

" Thanks, senor-" 

■" Dost know tlie rogues who set upon you %" 

" One of them, sengr, I think was acaballero.^ 

** He who had your mistress by th^ arm V* 

^' Si, senor." 

" So I supposed. Dost know his name V 

** I think a Count Lieutenant de Contelll." 

" That is an Italian name." 

" Yes, your worship ; he is a count who was 
in Cuba, and saw Donna Gertrude and would 
marry her ; but /she said no. Then he came 
here ; and she said no many times, and now he 
has tried to run off with her," 

" Aided by two men ! I see now how it is I 
And is this the only admirer your mistress has ?" 
asked Don Conrado, as he sipped a cup of the 
fragrant coffee,.3taBding in the same place where 
Donna Gertrude had, left him. 

" O no, senor," answered Gaspar, who was 
ignorant of the scene that had passed between 
his mistress and her preserver, and who felt dis- 
posed to be communicative, towards a gentleman 
who had so bravely. come to the rescue of his 
mistress. 

" She is never without noble gentlemen who 
would seek her hand in marriage. But she loves 
her father too well, senor, she always tells them, 
to leave him." . 

"Ah, that is it, is it? Some of her lovers 
serenade her, I believe." , 

" 0, yef , all of them ! . "We have fine music 
of nights. Alas, senor,. last night a sad accident 
happened." 

" Nay, what was it ? Not to any of Donna 
Gertrude's lovers, I trust," he reiharkedi parcas- 
tically. 



" O, yes, senor. One of the gentlemen, Cap- 
itan Clifford, was followed after he left the bal- 
cony by |wo assassins — " 
. " By what, man?" 

; " By two assassins, senor," answered Gaspar, 
repeating the word that had so grated on Don 
Conrado's ears, with sti'ange emphasis, but with- 
out suspecting the nearness of its application. 
The captain of the brigantine winced, but said 
no more, and Gaspar continued, " they attacked 
him near the shop of a friend of mine, one 
Giberto Lopedo, who sallied out to his aid, or he 
would have been slain ; as it was he got a severe 
wound." . 
. " Then he was not killed 1" 

" No, senor ; but that wa^ no fault of the 
assassins. ^ Giberto took him into his house, and 
there he lies up stairs, and too iU to be removed, 
or he would be brought here." 
^" Broug;ht here ? By Don Garcia's orders ?" 
demanded Conrado, with angry surprise* 

" Si, seizor, Don Garcia ha^ great love for 
the noble young officer. Ai^d besides, it is Donna 
Gertrude's wish." 

"Ah, it is?" 
. " Si, senor. She was deeply afflicted, as you 
must snppoM, when she heard of the accident 
that happened to him ; and we were returning 
from a visit to him when we were set upon by 
this Italian, the fierce Count Contelli !^ 

" Then Donna Gertrude has even paid the 
wounded man a visit ?" 

{'0, yes, sir; and found that he was doing 
well, which was a great gratification to her." 

" By the red cross J" muttered Don Conrado, 
" my sword has purchased for him a favor in- 
deed! So she has visited him at this -wretched 
cabin !. goes through the city by night on these 
errands of love ! This American, then, is my 
true rival! This 'Cuban servant's gossip is 
worth an onza each word." Resuming his ques- 
tions, he asked, "and Don Garcia, does he 
approve of the intended nuptials between your 
mistress and this wounded officer 1" 

"0,i can't tell that, senor! X don't know 
that they are to be married. They like each 
other." 

"I have no doubt of it. Does she suspect 
who wounded her lover V 

" O^no, senor, there is no one to srispect, unless 
it were Signor^ Contelli, but it was too tall a 
man for him, sir." 

*' You are an honest fellow, as well as brave, 
Gaspar. I have no doubt we shall understand 
each other," he added, to himself, as Gaspar 
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bowed and left him, to go to tibe gate, when his 
quick ear detected his master's step. 

** So, Domia Gertnide has more lovers than 
one 1 Bnt as she farors one, it matters not who 
it is, so she favors not Conr^do de Beltran. He 
who is most honored by her love, is most hated 
by me. I hear the voice of Don Qarcia. Al- 
ready Caspar is bnsily relating to him the ad- 
venture of liis fair daughter, and he hastens with 
exclamations of alarm and gratitude. I have 
no doubt he will be gratified when he recognizes 
who has protected her ; for the &ther ever fa- 
vored my suit.** 

" Where did you say the brave man was V* 
Conrado heard Bon Garcia hurriedly ask ; *' I 
must not delay to thank him. And Gertrude — 
where is she ?*' 

*^ She is in her own room, senor,** answered 
Graspar. " The cavalier is in the drawing-room." 

The next moment Bon Garcia appeared at 
the entranoe of the room. He did not at first 
recognize his guest, but advanced towards him 
with both hands extended, saying : 

** Noble sir, receive a father's grateful thanks. 
My daughter was in danger and you protected 
her. I heard as I came along of an affray 
having taken place, and a man kUled, bnt little 
did I dream he was slain by the defender of my 
own child.'* 

Bon Garcia was about to embrace him, when 
he started with pleased surprise, and with an 
almost incredulous look, exclaimed : 

"Whom do I behold? Is it indeed Bon 
Conrado de Beltran ?" 

"No one else, Senor^de Armas/' answered 
Conrado, embracing him. 

" And do. I see you in New Orleans 1 This is 
a surprise," said Bon Garda ; " but I am over- 
joyed to know that I owe^my daughter's safety 
to an old friend." And^ he embraced the cap- 
tain warmly. " Howlong hast thou been here ?" 

"But a day, senor. I was coming to thy 
house, when I was so fortunate as to rescue 
Bonna Gertrpde. Perhaps she regrets it, senor." 

"It. should i^^ake her love, thee, Bon Conrado. 
How hast thou been in the three years since we 
last met ? Sit down^ and let me hear." 

" I fear that my remaining wUl displease thy 
, daughter." 

"Nay, I will send for her. Has she not 
thanked thee?" 

" Yes, but it was before she recognized me. 
No sooner did she discover that I was her old 
admirer, than she told me plainly she would 
rather have been murdered than be Indebted to 



me for her life. That is ih^ terms on which w» 
stand. Ton will say not much improved firom 
what Aey were when we last parted." 

" Not much, to be sure," answered Bon Garda, 
looking annoyed. " Not much. But 1 will see 
her. She must not treat thee thus. But these 
women are so whimsical, Bon Conrado. Never- 
theless she shall not behave after this sort, if I 
have to lock her up." 

"No— do not treat her harshly. If she does 
not love me, it will not make her love me to be 
strict with her. Let it pass. Pieriiaps, with your 
favor, in a da^ or two she may look more kindly 
upon me." 

"Ill s^ that she does. And you are really 
stOl enamored of Gertrude ? Such love should 
be rewarded." 

" I have crossed the seas only to lay my hearfe 
at her feet. And it was my nngular good for- 
tune to be of senrioe to her almost at your very 
door. But I wUl prestone nothing upon this. 
If she will love me for myself, well ! If not, I 
will try and forget her.** 

"No, by our lady of jDordova, not so, Bon 
Conrado. Tou have my consent. Ton wUl 
get hers. Caspar, bid Gertrude to come hither. 
Tell her I have returned." 
Caspar departed. 

^' She bids me ask yon to excuse her, as she 
is not well ; but she will see you at her room," 
answered Caspar, returning. 

"I hope, Bon Conrado, you will excuse her 
to-night. To-morraw call, and I will by then 
have talked with her. She has certain prejudices 
that I will remove." 

"Yes, she has doubtless heard tales invented 
by my foes. But y6u do not believe them, X><» 
Garda." 

" No. I have too much confidence^in a nobly- 
born gentleman like yourself, to believe yon ever 
did what rumor coupled your name with. The 
best men have slanderers." 

" Thanks for your confidence, Bon Garda/* 
answered Bon Conrado, with an air of great 
humility, as if he had never committed a worse 
murder than the death of a house-fly. 

Bon Garda then ordered wine, and the two 
gentlemen drank together; and Bon Conrado 
remained two full hours,' talking of the past, and 
playing his best card to secure the confidence of 
Bon Garcia, and remove all shadows of suspi- 
don from his mind. The result was, that when 
he parted from Senor de Armas, the latter prom- 
ised him the hand of his daughter, or else she 
should go into a nunnery. 
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TITO'S KASBOW BBOAFB. ▲ DEATH SOSKIfi. 



Thrbb days have elapsM since the events 
..related in the last chapter transpired. Daring 
this period, no one of our characters has been 
Idle. Don Conrado, as we shall see, has been 
espedally* basj in furthering his own views. 
Twioe each day aifber his first interview in the 
drawing-room with Donna Gertmde, had he pre* 
seated himself at the Casa Grande ; bat only in 
one instance could Gertmde be prevailed npon 
by her father to see him ; and in this interview, 
which took place on the evening of the third 
day, she gave him particolarly to understand, 
that she would rather consent to be immared in 
the convent with which h^ father threatened 
, her,, than to unite her destiny with his. Don 
Conrado, npQn this, bade her a "goodnight," 
and saying that she should not be annoyed by 
his presence again, embraced Don Garcia, and 
left the house, taking the direction to his boat at 
the quay. 

Daring the three days, also. Captain Cliffbrd 
Itad been rapidly mending ; fbr he received a 
bouquet and a sweet billet every evening from 
Donna Gertmde, who always shortened her ves- 
per prayers at the chapel, in order to get there 
and back again before dark. Bo rapidly did -he 
improve under this regimen, that his surgeon 
pronounced ic poseible for Jiim to be removed 
the next day. 



There had also been a meeting, during the 
three days, between Tito and Giberto. It was 
accidental. The old artilleryman had gone 
dowii to the fish-market to purchase a fish, when ' 
his eye fell on the diminutive manikin figure of 
Conrado's sdhrant. It was broad day, and he 
recognized him at once. Without more ado he 
advanced towards him at a military stride. Tito 
was {he while wholly unconscious of his vicinity, 
being engaged in eating a banana, while he ke^t 
his eye on the brig's boat, which its guard liad 
bribed him to watoh while they left it and re- 
freshed themselves at an adjacent coffee-hoase. 
The first salutation of Giberto was a grasp upon 
the shoulder like a vice, that caused Tito to 
utter a fierce curse, and to turn with fiashing 
eyes, with his grasp on his dagger^hilt. But no 
sooner did he discover the stem gray eyes of his 
relative bent on him with the look of a lion, than 
he released his fingers from their clasp on the 
handle, became pale, or lather yellowish-white, 
and shook, fairly shook in his shoes, so great 
was his terror. 

*^ So, theti ! I am not mistaken I It is you, 
maldito ! You do well to look frightened ! Do 
you remember me, vilano Tito V* 

"I might as well forget el diaftolos," answered' 
Tito. " You hurt me, uncle !" 

" I will kill thee ! Thou hast well nigh slain 
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the best man in the land. Come ^th me, and 
let me give thee to the gendannes. Thou 
hast twice escaped the gallows ; and I believed 
thee hanged. Bnt thon wilt not escape this 
timeV The Mexican consul shall have thee put 
in chains, and sent back to answer for the great 
murders thou hast done." 

" O, no, no ! Don't be cruel, uncle. Thou 
hadst a good heart once. If you send me back, 
they will bum me alive.*' 

" No doubt of it. What art thou doing here 1 
What crime more art thou ready to commit ?" 

'' 0, none, none ! I am an honest man as ever 
a padre on his knees, uncle. I am innocent of 
all*wrong." 

''Didst thou not, three nights agone^jstaba 
man?" 

*' Yes, but that was three days ago. I mean I 
am innocent to-day, and was yesterday. I have 
done nobody any wrong this day. Let me go, 
I pray you, for you gripe like a horse's mouth." 

" Thou shalt go and be hanged. Ho, gen- 
darmes ! hola ! Here is one of the rogues that 
did the deed of assassination Tuesday night ] 
ril vouch for him, for t , saw him strike the 
blow!" 

Already a concourse of people had collected, 
and upon the cry for the city guard, two or three, 
who had been .walking about the market, came 
' up. Giberto held him firmly until they extended 
their hands to lay hold upon him. t But no sooner 
did he feel his uncle's hand relax, than he slipped 
down like an eel between them, darted like a 
hare between the legs of the tallest gendarme, 
whom he pitched oter so adroitly that he knocked 
his comrade flat upon his bflck ; and Giberto 
was staggered by ^ blow £rom the man's arm, 
as he threw it out to break his fall. Away went 
the escapado like a fox, and after htn in full cry, 
a hundred zealous people, who gave- utterance, 
as they ran, to the alarm cry, of *' stop the assas- 
sin !" Tito, as we have said, was small and 
light, and as wiry as- if made of steel. He was 
running for his life> and he strained every nerve. 
A gendarme stood in his way to stop him, but 
he ran against him, with his dagger so fiercely 
brandished, that he quickly gave him the path. 
But before him the crowd began to condense, as 
if to stop his flight, and seeix^ a small boat 
near, he turned aside, and leaping into it, cut 
tlie rope that held it to the shore with his dirk, 
and pushed out into the river. Fortunately 
there was a paddle in it, which he seized, and 
plying it witl^ skill and rapidity, he was in a few 



seconds far from the shore, leaving a yast crowd 
disappointed and amazed at his escape. 

Perceiving that Tito would in all probabil- 
ity escape, several of the more active leaped 
into boats, and prepared to pursue him. See- 
ing this, be sent his skiff down the rivet) with 
the speed of an arrow, and was soon lost to the 
sight of those whom he had left, by the inter- 
vention of the tiers of shipping. Three boats 
followed for a short distance, but the pursuers^ 
seeing that there would be no chance for them 
in the race, and there being no reward offered 
for the fugitive, they gave up the chase. Tito 
did not cease paddling until he had left the city 
a full league astern, when, finding that he was 
not followed, he ceased his exertions, and let the 
current drift bun down to the place where the 
brigantine lay, which he reachM about mid- 
night, and from which he no more ventured into 
the city, and leaving Don Conrado to find out 
as he best could what had become of him. This 
his master was not long in doing, for the boat- 
men in the cafe had seen the race, and reported 
to their captain the mode of his escape. Don 
Conrado congratulated himself that Tito had 
not been secured by the gendarmes, well assured 
that he would not have hesitated to betray him 
to gain his 'own liberation. He, therefore, did *" 
not much regret his absence, hoping he had 
safely regained the brigantine. , . 

During these three days, also, the mystery 
enveloping the attack upon Donna Gertrude had 
been unfolded. The officiating priest of the 
chapel, wher6 the maiden went morning and 
evening, according to the custom of her country 
and faith, to worship, drew nigh to her aa she 
was crossing her brow with the holy water from 
the font at the door, before quitting the church, 
and said in a low tone : 

"Senora! a few words with you J I have a 
message to your ear !" 

^ " Prom whom, holy padre V* she asked, regard- 
ing his sorrowing air with some apprehension. 

** A penitent, whom I have left only two hours 
ago. He is near death, and sent for me to con- 
fess him. He has informed me that he haa dl^e 
you a heavy vrrong by attempting to carry you 
away, a few. nights ago, by violence, and begs to 
see you before he dies, that he may acknowledge 
his fault, and Obtain your forgiveness." \ 

"Is it the Count ConteUi, holy father, who 
you say is dying ?" 

" Yes, senora. He will not survive through 
the night. He received a wound in the affaii 
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w^dt lie m B0t frttl •* ilMt/lAit wMch ttelflBt 
two days bai MsiiiBied afalal dkamcter. I«a 
aboat to> Tudt him i^gaio^ WhAt answer shall I 
mahatohinV' 

. '' Xelhbiml fbrgLre hiai, as I hbpa he w31 be 
foxifbreQ bj fisaven/' i&e aiiswerad,.liBr«eiUiy. 

"Will you see him 1" 

*' Naj^ I do 3^t Irish to' be preseoit at such a 
death, father. It will do aogood. T^e him 

The piiest bowed, and' Cleitrade proQeedcd 
boineward, se4 ai heart at what riiahad heard, 
MoA feelang de^ pitj for the dying eoiint^ and 
half regrettilig that' she had not gone widi the 
piriesfi. Bat.it was well that she did not kt her 
feelings of syn^ath j OTeicome hev diseretidn, as 
i9» shall see ;by aeoompaiiyiag the simple, good 
priestrto^ the abode ef the eoont. . 

It was in a quarter of the ei^ 'Tsty lemote 
fax>m the Gasa Gfaade, and at the- extressity of 
a street Oiat terfsinatad .on the oansl that led 
into the lake* The honse was the. farthest on 
the obscure street, being built half psojecting 
over 'the yery water, so th^it a boat could sail 
beneath the floor of the rear room. The out- 
ward appearance of the building was coarse, and 
wholly out of* keeping with the domicil of a 
ztohleman who sought to win the lore of such a 
high-bom dame as Donna Gertrude. The front 
was of stone, heavy with projecting cornices in 
the old French sl^le, and 'the roof very steep, 
and covered with hollow red tiles. A famt %ht 
gleamed through the shutters as the priesb ap- 
proached. He rapped at the door, and a voice 
from within demanded who was there. 

** Ajpnest of the church," answered;the father. 

A bar was heard being removed from within, 
and after a moment's delay, during which eager 
Toices and hurried movements were overheard, 
he was admitted. There was a large square 
apa];jtment, rudely furnished, as if the place were 
but a temporary abode. In one comer, shaded 
by curtains, lay a man upon a bed. He seemed 
about thirty years of -age, with a finely chiselled 
profile. His hair, which «^as jet black, lay di- 
shevelied upon his pillow, which was of the finest 
linen. His face was as white as wax, and his 
eyes looked heavy, and seemed to open with 
difficulty. The person who , opened the door 
was a female, once exceedingly beautiful, as her 
rich, soft hair, fine eyes, and handsome mouth 
betrayed ; but she was now a wreck, though her 
age was not above twenty. A sad, painful look 
seemed to be stamped upon her features, a look 



tsf deep hunility and conscioianess of deigradia- 
tion. As tiie priest entered, she dropped her 
head^npon her bosom, and said reve^nfly, and 
with the air of one whefth she waer too gieat a 
^ianeoT' to raisil her eyes to the holy nian :'■ 

<'Thy blesnng, holy «sth^ r * 
. .''It is thhie, daughter,^' inswered the good 
pri^ laying his hand with a parenteil-aiii upon 
her .Jid. Instaatly she ftll upon her knees; 
tears gushed from her eyes, and her bosom 
heaved widideep emotion, as if to be spoken to 
so gentljr was more than her full and relenting . 
heart could bear. He regarded her an instant 
with conmiiserataon, and then said id a low 
voice; . ' • 

''Thonghrlhysfais be as scarlet, th^yshaU be 
as white as- wool !" - 

Theie' wife no reply. The female stiH kneeled, 
her fiftoe bnxied in her hands ; and the* grace of 
her uBoonsciotas attitude presented a study to a 
sculptor, for symmetry and elegance of outline. 
iThe -priest drew near the bed, and gazed at the 
-person thereopon, who brealjked heavily, as one 
dyibg. ' Twice was he spoken to before he turned 
his eyes and seemed to recognize who spoke. 

''Is it you, father?" he said, with a start. 
"What said the lady 1*' 

"That she forgave you, signer, and hoped 
God would also." 

" Thank her— tell her I shall die happy. I 
know God will forgive — ^it is only difficult to ob- 
tain the forgiveness of our fellow-beings. Tell 
her — ^tell her — ^I bless her with my dying prayer." 
Here he seemed to be almost overcome by an 
attack of pain that gave his countenance an ex- 
pression of indescribable anguish. The priest, 
who evidently believed him dying, held a cmcifix 
to his lips, and kneeling, prayed for the peace- 
ful departure of his soul. But he shortly re- 
vived, and pressed the hand of the fkth^r, and 
then glanced towards the kneeling girl. He 
tried to speak, but could not. The priest un- 
derstood tiie eloquent appeal of his glance /'and 
rising, drew near the female, and taking her by 
the hand, saidgently : 

" He would say something to thee ! He will 
soon die r 

She rose quickly and hastened to the bedside. 
She knelt by him, and pressed his hand to her 
lips. 

"Magdeliaa," he said, with sudden energy, 
" life is over ! All my — ^hopes are dead now ! 
I must go to judgment. I would die at peace 
with thee I I have wronged thee I Thou hast 
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loved me throigli eU my foom' aad neg^eetl 
When I MMig;ht to give to uMlier Hie heArt and 
&Mid thai elioiild hete been thilie, HiottdidM not 
oonplMB beyond f^ifmmtkiuk Idoki aad iilent 
teen! Then didst Mj, thet eo thta eoiddnbe 
snlfored bj me to be neer me» eaother m^lrt be 
Crided tomj be«rt, to diat tkoa mightest lny et 
my ftetl BerHi beth eeea little ntch love m 
ihine 1 Now tbat I ai^pioedi the gmire I tee ee 
I ongbt to lee. I i^predato tkjVorth. I am 
ashamed of tbe wxoogi I hmn huiptA on Hieel 
Bmtiftiidawiltnowbeobmemjbridel If thou 
irilt give tky bead to maM horn the grave, it la 
ifaliier 

" O happ J bride 1 O, joj, jo j 1 Tet O, iroe, 
woe, that I can oidy be k bride V beeoming a 
widow!" 

' '«WiH<heaeoiiieiil,Magdeliiia1 Wilt thou 
Uke at laet the oaly lefiaiatioii I can make thee 
— tidtewhatbeloQgttodeadk! WiH Hnm bleas 
aadlbitivel" 

•*J(^ and woef O, }oj and woel" she aiSd, 
hiding her head in l|is fa^iom; iriiich she^eoy- 
ered with tite bright doad of her gl<iHoiai halr« 



that teihgled wHh hif ittven loekf spoil the Mme 
piSow. <<Iii €bis how I forget aad AvgiTe all 
thai itpait^'' ihe cried, with dirilHag pathos. 

** Holy father, unite as in holy matrimony." . 

Hand in hand, lip tb Hp, heart to heart, as 
ihey weie, the priest solemnly prononneed them 
man and wife. 

<< One loss, Magdelinar said the oomit, in a 
sehroely andible Toice. 

With that kiss departed his senl I Bride and 
widow in Ae same moment, the lovely and dis- 
lunored, hew ftill late honored, seeing timt he 
was dead, nttsred a shriek that woold ha^e 
mond a hsart of tone. The priest attempted 
to soothe her, aad sncoseded, at length, hi pro- 
dncing sometiung like eomposnte. He at length 
asked her if the ohordi rimvld nndertake the 
burial. To this she eoftiented, and promising 
to send two of the sinters of mercy to sit np with 
the dead, he took his leave, bnt not befi>re she 
iiad knelt befors him and im»ifinted a kus of 
gratitode npon his hand foi: ^ serripe he had 
performed. 
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A CHAFTSB OF TlSXffiD ^fttSKTS. 
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Rb had no A)oner dq)arted, tkim a boat was 
heard to row almost noiselesslj np under die 
rear room, and a few moments afterwards two 
men entered the apartment fti>m the rear room, 
which they had gained by steps leading from the 
water to a trap-door in the room. 

" How is this, signora V* said the foremost, 
abruptly. ''We hare waited at tiie month of 
the canal three days, and as many nights, in the 
bai^e, till we belieyed somelEUHiident mnst hare 
happened, that the count did not bring the lady, 
and 80 we hare come up to learn what has been 
done!" 

The speaker was a frank, bluff-looking young 
fellow, with the features of an American, and a 
face expressive of decided courage. He was 
dressed in a blue roundabout, with gilt anchor- 
buttons set upon its front and cuffs, a broad 
Panama hat, white duck trowsers, tucked into 
Spanish long boots. A belt was buckled round 
his yr&kt, in which was a yataghan and a pistol. 
His comrade was a tall, ungainly built man, 
with whitey-brown hairj^ cut Quaker foshion, a 
round-briinmed fblt hat, a long swaUoW^tailed 
brown co^t, narrow-legged trousers, woollen 
socks, and cow-hide ^oes. fiCe carried a short 
rifle in his hand, and was chewhig something 
with an incessant chd-like motion of Ins jaws, 
^e had a small blue eye, that reminded one of a 



gimlet, and a shrewd aspect, that showed know- 
ingness and inqnisitlTeness. 

The countess, for such she had now a right to 
be called, made no otiier reply to the words of 
the speaker than by pointing to the bed on which 
lay the oorpse of her husband. 

He no sooner discovered iSiat he was dead, 
than his fitce betrayed tiie strongest surprise. 

''Dead as a nail 1" sententiously observed his 
tall companion, gazing upon the wax-like face. 

"Howls this! Who has done thi^t Is it 
your act, at last, sigiloraJ" 

" Mne • O, no. I loved hun too well ! It is 
God's decree^ He was wounded in the attempt 
to bring off the lady, for whom he had a boat 
ready here to take her to yours. He has just 
expued; but not before he gave me the honor- 
able title of wife!" 

"Wife!" repeated the sailor-looking youthi 
with an expression of surprise and pain. 

" Tes, Signer Frederidt, the priest who shrived 
him, by his request united us. It is but justice 
to his memory as well as myself, that 1' speak 
of this act at once." 

"Marqed! Thou his wife!" he said, with 
passionate fbeling, as the other went to call his 
men. "Thou art also his widow, and I may 
not despair yet 1 O, signora, this news has tm- 
manned me I -Coxmt Contelli dead, and yet 
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thou not mine 1 Thou didst' say onoe that thou 
wert not worthy .of me, and' now thou wilt say I 
am not worthy pf the oonntess. Tell me that 
thou dost niock mel That thon art free to 
love me !" 

" I know thy attachment to me, Frederick. 
I have esteemed thee, and do now , bat if I 
wonld not wed thee while he lived, no wife to 
him thongh I was, I may not wed thee or a^y 
man now. The fragrance of the sweet honor 
he hath bequeathed to^e shall be fresh abont 
my heart till I die. These lips, that leceired his 
passing sonl, shall never be pressed by •another. 
Let this be thy answer once for all 1" 

The yoang sailor's face expressed deep sor- 
row more than anger. He was about to msjce 
some remark, when the other came in, followed 
by two seamen, who approached the bed, and 
gazed on the body sometime in silence, with 
their caps in their hands. The death had evi- 
dently made a deep impression upon HbfiJOi all, 
but Benson's emotion was overwhelmed by a 
greater afBiction, the certainty of the loss of one 
for whom he entertained a fruitless and romantic 
passion. 

" Wat is to be ^one ynih the body, Jiefken- 
ant ?" asked the tall man. 

"We will take it to the schooner^ and give it 
a sailor's tomb, beneath the blue wave." 

"No, Frederick; the church will bury him 
to-morrow in the cemetery. The kind priest has 
taken the duty in hand 1" 

" Be it so, signora. Your wish* is law to Fred 
Benson." 

" And you wjll stay to the burial 1" 

"I would rather not, lady. I cannot leave 
the vessel longer, unless .yon- command." . 

'-^ I wiU ];emain,-then. Leave one of the boats, 
and I will rejoin- you in two or three days, so 
soon as I obtain and place a suitable monument 
for his tomb. To-night two sisters of the church 
will remain with me." 

" Ton need us not, then. Yon will decide on 
the future after the funeral, and what is to. be 
done with the s.chooner." 

"Yes. Now, I can think of nothing but tears." 
/' Qood night, signora. I will at once return 
to my vessel, and await thy coming, to comrey 
thee whither thou wilt go." 

"Thanks, Frederick* But do not let thy. 
thoughts run upon any hopes that my regard 
for thee may lead, thee to cherish. My future 
years will be spent in a convent I" . 

The young sailor turned away as if he would 



not trust himself to speak, and taking a last look 
at the face of the dead, he left the room. Tla« 
next moment he was heard leaping into hiv boat. 

"Deth is a mighty solemn thing, marm,'' ol>- 
served the tall man, as he stood leaning on the 
mwBzle of his rifle, while he anxiously fixed his 
gaae on t)ie cadaverous features of the count ; 
" especially when a human is struck down in 
full life without being wasted by no sickness. 
All flesh is grass, and withereth awayl" 

" He was a noble man, signor Job." 

"Ah, yis, he was a right respectable pusaom, 
if he had only been raised with different notions 
'bont matrimony, and sieh like (don't mean to 
make no reflexions, marm, especially since he 's 
made all strait in the end,) but can't '±pect a 
'Talian count fo be civilized like a free and in- 
dependent American citizen. I 'm sorry for yer^ 
ma^n, and hope it'll be sanctified. Dust we 
are, and unto dust we must all return 1 So, 
marm, yon mean to go to a conventicle ?" 

"A convent is my only home now." 

"I dare say it's a nice place for a woman. 
Wall, abont the schoonei^-I guess you 're cap- 
tain now, since your husband was owner." 

" Afker I rejoin the vessel I will decide what 
is to be done. The only farther service I want 
of her is to convey me to Vera Cruz." 

At this moment the "sisters" came in, with- 
out knocking. Job Sorril started at their blacjc 
hoods and queer black capes, and then, making 
a bow, said: 

" Your servant, ladies. I 'm glad yon 're come, 
coz marm her'd feel lonesome. It's the looe- 
somest thing in the world to be in a room with a 
dead corpse. It is lonesomer than is if there 
want nobody at all ! You are right neighborly 
to drop in so. It's what is commanded, to visit " 
the widders in their affliction, and- keep them- 
selves unspotted from the world. I wish yon a 
good night, ladies. We'll wait for yon on board, 
shall we,- countess !" 

" Tes, Seaor Job, within three days I will bo 
on board." 

The tali individual then departed, followed 
by the two siulors, who both shook hands in 
silence withthe young widow before ^oing away, 
as if out of respect to her grief. In a few min- 
utes the boat was heard to pull away ; and as It 
was passing down the canal, it was met by 
another, which, from the words interchanged, 
proved to be the count's own boat— the one he 
had come to the city in, and kept for the purpose 
of conveying away his expected prize, Donna 
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Gertrude. "ihA pei«6i» in it said tboj-bad befen 
acioss tllecaiiBl afier a witoh or soroeieas, who 
hiA fpreat npiiitatlioii ia hMliag noimdiy hopuig 
she eoald leitor^'thewoandddeoiuit^biit dMj 
luid- not AntnA liiBr at her hai Whei the boaf i 
CBOW WMw BOW told of the eoimi'a death, thej 
manifested the deepest grief/showing that the 
noble-boni Itattaa, though he had ao daades- 
tin^ aKt»em{>ted the^ abduction of the niaidea 
whom he loved, was not withbat redeemhig 
qitalitiea. That he pdsseised diem;, was also 
siag^nlajly eabeaaplifted in tiie prelbiuid and nn- 
fliildilii^ affeetkm for him wfaidi hdd plaee in 
the huNRyin of the beaatittvl Magdelina, agamst 
aU dishonor, all neglect, all riyalty, all jealonsj. 
W« hAye now shown that the three days which 
have ela|>fied smoe Don Cotirado rescued Donna 
Gertriide; and' left her on the third evening, as 
he Baid, for the last time, have been frnitftil of 
events. We have one more cireawBtance to 
allude to, and liien we shall retam and follow 
Don Conrado's movements after he quitted, as 
we have seen', the Casa Grande. The drcnm- 
stanee we allude to is connected with the in* 
terest Don Garda'took in the Invasion of Cuba. 
Dnring the three days that elapsed after the 
night after which' he received his parcel of letters, 
te had many interviews, both at home and in 
secret places in the city, with persons 
he hoped to bring over to his party; but 
having on the. third day received a pad^age from 
Havana, containing a proclamation of pardon to 
himself, and the restoration of his estate, with a 
friendly letter from the captain-general, his old 
opinions of the excellency of the royal govern- 
ment retnrned ; jmd without the counsel of Donna 
I Gertrude, he resolved to accept the restoration, 
and become loyal to the government and con- 
stitution. To this resolution he was the more 
strongly inclined, since he had discovered that 
three of the chief American generals, whom he 
hoped to have engaged in the invasion, declined 
to have anything to do with it, especially as the 
government had branded as pirates whosoever 
should be concerned in it. This defection, 
therefore, made Don Garcia less reluctant to 
abandon* the enterprise ; and he therefore the 
same day wrote to the captain-general that he 
thanked him for his favor, and would speedily 
i%tnm to Cuba, delaying only to arrange his 
affairs. He also' wrote to the junta, declining to 
have further to do in the conspiracy, and returned 
the official papers which had been received from 
[• their hands. This retrograde measure was all 




liaken en tlito afternoon of the thiid day, and be- 
fore ttigfat tiie letters w«e placed in the post for 
Harana. Tins step he kept from his daughter, 
well aware that she was a patnot from principle, 
smd not from money, as he had been ; for he 
forwarded the reroiutiQn in his exile only to 
retaliate against the aothority which had wronged 
him. ' ' 

We wiU^ now follow Don Gonrado on his way 
to the quay on that evening of the third day, 
when he left the Casa Grande in such an angry 
moM, weMy breatbinjg vengeance against ** the 
proud and msensible girl," as he termed the 
lotely Gertnicfo. Vftm reaChiag lAie- quay it 
was quite daik. The mOon had not risen ; but 
he was guided to his boat by a iftnall laaton, 
which he directed should b^ kept buxniog for 
this purpose. Oni coming to the' waterside, he 
saw ins men* in their places; for he had given 
the strictest orders, that they should on no ac- 
count leave the boat that mght, but wait for him 
n^ith the expectation of seeing him eadi mement. 

" Bodrigo I" he called, in a low voice. 

"Senor, is it jouV answered Rodrigo, and 
he replaced the cutlass in the- scabbard, which on 
seeing the dark form of the ci^tain appioach, he. 
had prepared to use. ' 

"Yes. You aie all here 1" 

*'Si, senor, and ready to obey you. Is it 
time V 

" Yes. Where is Carlos r' 

" Here, senor," answered the lad we have al- 
luded to as holding a sort of middy's place in 
the brig. " I am holding the l^t^ln !" 

" My men, I want you now to go with me on 
a perilous service." 

" We are ready, sir !" 

" Not so loud ! Remember, we cannot be too 
quiet. There is a lady in the city whom I in- 
tend to carry off to-night." 

" Si, senor," answered the men readily. 

" Two of, you will remain here and obey 
Rodrigo, who will be on the watch.' Carlos, you 
and two men will accompany me, well-armed. 
Rodrigo, you will hold the boat to the bank by 
hand. ..Have no fastenings. Be ready to receive 
me and my party at a moment's warning, and 
push off the moment I touch the thwarts ; for it 
is possible I may come flying from pursuit." 

" Si, senor." 

" You will have your arms in your hands to 
aid me on the bank if I should require your 
services. Carlos, you will now come with me. 
You two men follow at a distance, one of you 



Digitized by 



Google 



66 



(xxBADoimmvrBiJSi. 



on om fide, and the other mi' te odier tide of 
the itVMt, W^ mut not, mnU I giro the ei^al, 
bo mapeeled of belonging to thfBeeaiepar^. It 
18 noir eighto'dook; bj nhM or teoi atithe fer* 
theM;,lfIeneeeed»IshnUbeheie. If Ian net 
memrfU, it is beeeme I tan a dead man.^' 
^ InafowmkiwtefConradOwaaaofiivnptfae 
nigbest itreet ; and alter ten minntes' walk he 
came to a fiacre, that stood at the oeener of an 
oraage-garden in the obBcarilj of the shade of 
the OTerhaaging trees. 

«< Is it then, Pierre 1'' asked I>on Convado, in 
French* 

^ « Oai> monsienr/^ aaewered the Mn», a^siQatt 
Frenchman, in a gfauwd eap and bine capete, 
iiol^Kng in his hand an extraragantlj long whip. 

" Follow me at 4fty yards, slowly, aa I in* 
Btrocted thee when I engaged thee«" 

'<Oni, monsieur," aosweied the man, gathering 
np his reins, and muttering to himself, ** I wonld 
follow thee to the pit of le diable for tiie geld 
thoa so freely payest. There is some mischief 
going on ; but, parblea, what are fiacres for but 
to help out mischief! Let me see ! In my day 
I have run off seven couples ! I hare esoaped 
five rogues (two of them paid me not a sous)! 
I have carried two runaway wives, and then 
two husbands after tl»m 1 I have received two 
kegs of gold taken from a bank 1 I have taken 
two dead bodies to the doctor's college I Bless 



mel what wonld this world do withottflacie»— 
and acoonwnoda t i ng fiacres, lliat nerrer ask.qnm- 
tions? Lhanre known a score of fiaerer rwaed 
by tec mme^L inqnisitlveness. As for me^ I ta^ 
itfijtrgrmiMthallwoQld be asfciBd only to do 
honest jobs ; and if they torn, imt tke- o e t saty^ 
tfaaeis not Fifiire's fimh." 

Dob Ooniado soon raaciied te stiest ota. 
wUdi lived the oM artiUeBynan; He w«s novr 
more csntioaa in his moveonsntfb He sftoppedl 
on the eomer, and in the darkaest sorveyed the 
home of Q^MrfD as wnU iui he^ cooid. ▲ lighft 
burned in the upper windonr over the ^tNMf^ 
whio& be well knmr came ftom tiieuapartonent 
of Captain CfliffMd. 

'< Carlos," he said, <' now the tinfts approaciiBB 
forustoaet Take this note. It is In <7lberto's 
haodwiitii^, for I imitated his himd from « bill 
for dgara I saw from him l:^in9 on the table at 
thoiCasa Gtwade* The note, I wrote there to- 
night before I left. It is to Donna Qerlmde. It 
repceamts Captain Clifiord as dyings Say that, 
she must not delay. There is no doubt that ^e 
will come widi yon. Ttie note says the fiaere 
and yon are sent by Giberto !* So you know 
your cue. I shall expect you to succeed.! I 
shall meet you on the way." ' 

*• I will do my best, senor," mswered C^fiiTs, ^ 

as he sprung into tile fiacare, the driver of which 
already knew where he was expected to drive. 
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WttBR Don CoiMfadO hti seen the fiacre drire 
off with Carlosj he took; the same directioD, 
• JdoFly "followed by his two men, who were both 
armed>and had been selected by him. for their 
conrage and implicit obedience to his slightest 
wish. They passed in their walk two or three 
gendarmes, who supposing them to-be quiet 
citizens, paid no attention to them« The street 
on which the Casa Qrande was sitnated, was one 
square and a half in the rear of the place where 
Giberto's shop was located, and then three 
squares filrther in a southerly direction. Don 
Conrado upon reaching the comer which brought 
him to this street, listened attentively. » 

" The fiacre has stopped. I hear it no longer/' 
he said to one of the men, who came up to him. 
"Now," he added, "gire particular heed to my 
instmctionfl. The least deviation from them may 
defeat the dearest object I have ever bad at heart. 
You hnow that it is my intention to convey a lady 
^on board the brigantine. Who she is it matters 
not to yon. All you have to do is to second me. 
The fiacre is by this time at the house where she 
dwells. In a few minutes, at least within a qiuir- 
ter of an hour— 4f I know the lady's character 
mSi, flke will pass here in it with Carlos. The 
signal that he inU give us that she is inside the 
' carriage will be to open and shut the windoW as 
he j>a88es us. He has my orders, as well as the 



driyer* to drive sti^aight to the iidat. If she HO* 
tioes. it, he will pretend to be lost, and so reach 
the river side* If, however, she suspects any* 
thing, as she mAy*-*for she has of late been 
alarmed by an attack«^and attempto to leave the 
carriage or give alarm, then We are to make our 
appearance. I shall get in, and one of yon 
mount behind, and the other get on with the 
man, and we can thus manage to protect her 
from rescue, if not by whipping up tiie horses^ 
by fightingi if we are stopped. It is a daring 
deed to manage in the heart of the dty^butlam 
going through with it" 

"And you may depend upon us, captain," 
answered the two men. 

" Ton Are to understand that you are to fol- 
low the carriage to aid if any attack should be 
made, but not make yourselves conspicuous other* 
wise. Walk on now slowly in that direction, 
for I perceive that two of the city guard are ap- 
parently observing us from the opposite side." 

The two men indolently lounged up the street, 
one of them smoking a dgar, while Coiirado 
walked in the direction of the Casa Gh*ande, im- 
patient to learn the result of the errand upon 
which he had sent Carlos. 
. We will precede the youthfiil but vice-hardened 
messenger of the captain of the brigantine to the 
abode of Donna Gertrude. We have ahready 



Digitized by 



Google 



68 



COKBADO DE BBLTBAK. 



said that Conrado left die honse early in the eren- 
ing, and with the assurance to her that it would 
be the last time she should behold him there I 

His departure in this angrj mood did not 
alarm her. She did not, howeyer, treat his 
emotiofl with contempt, or smile with triumph. 
She was too generous for this ; too benevolent 
and noble. She regretted his wrath, but feeling 
she could not prevent it, she tried not to give 
him a second thought. She had been so pained 
bprhis renewal of addresses to her, that she could 
only with the firmest resolution refuse to listen 
to them. 

" Gertrude," sa|d her father, who had been 
some time silent and thoughtful, after the depar- 
ture of Don Conrado, " you have displeased me 
in this rejection of a man who has twice sought 
your hand; whose ardor not three years has 
cooled, and who has crossed the ocean to ask a 
second time the loye which he hoj^ed time might 
have changed in his behalf." 

" I am grieved, dearest father, that I have 
displeased you," she said, tenderly. "But I 
can never consent to be the wife of Conrado de 
Bdtran." 

" There is nO fSar now, for he has sworn in 
the bitterness of, his wounded pride he will never 
cross this threshold more 1" 

" I hope he will riot perjure himself," she said, 
with slight irony. 

"How can you reject such a match t He is 
noble— a hidalgo! His ancestors were com- 
panions for kings." 

" Were Conrado de Beltran king of Spain, 
and should ofier to crown me qil6«n' of Spain, I 
would not wed him ! . I could npt sit upon the 
same throne with a man I so detest and — and^" 

"And what?" " ' 

*' And/ear/" . ' ' ' ' 

" Fear ! One would suppose from your words, 
Grertrude, that he were a yery' Blue Beard !" 

"Blue Beard was a generous fellow compared 
with him, for he did nolt punish his wives 'save 
for disobedience to his commands; it was half 
their own fault. But Conrado de Beltran would 
kill for the whim. Do not frown, dear father ! 
I know you think welt of him !" 

'' He has satisfieictorily explained to me "his in- 
nocence of all the deeds with which rumor 
charged him. He says he is now in high com- 
mand in the Spanish navy; and beiog come 
over to Cuba on a mission of vital importance, 
iiearing that we were here, he oonid not resist 
the impulse to fly hither to cast himself at your 



feet. The very name of his yessel, he says, is 
'La GertrudU; for thyself 1" 

" Thy good heart, dear father, makes thee 
credulous. But I have certain knowledge that 
he is a bad man*! that he has been expelled from 
the service of the qneen ; that he is now an ad- 
venturer, and that, if he is not at present, he has 
been a bncciMieer 1" 

" Thou art beside thyself, girl !" answered her 
father, rising, and looking greatly displeased. 
" This is not truid ! If I could believe it, do yon 
suppose I would wish to sacrifice you to him. 
Who has told you these things ?" • / 

" I will tell you one from whom I had them. 
Tou have frequently sent to the cafe of Senor de 
Blase to furnish dinners for extra guests. Yes- 
terday he called here to receive your orders for 
the dinner you gave Don Conrado and the two 
Cuban' gentlemen. After he cam6 in, Don Con- 
rado entered and passed up to the drawing-room. 
He saw him, and turning to Gaspar, asked if he 
knew who he was. Gaspar foolishly replied' that 
he was a cavalier to whom his master's daughter 
was betrothed. Tell her, then, said he, I wish 
to see her ! All this I overheard from my room. 
Gaspar brought the message, andDe Blase drew 
near to the ^Jor and said he hti<i c desire to say 
a word to me in particular. Supposing u *» :.. 
about the vpinds, I told him to speak where he 
was ; for you know he has a bad countenance, 
and one would not wish to ^be alone with him. 
He then looked carefully around, and fiaid in a 
low, earnest tone : ' 

" * Senora, out of regard for thy happiness, I , 
warn you against that man above stairs. It is 
Don Conrodo de Beltran, and he is a buccan^r. 
I have known him well. I can give you proofs 
if you desire it. His piratical vessel is below 
the dty somewhere. If you would be happy, 
rafher fly from your father's roo^ than stay a 
moment beneath it while it shelters Bim. In 
order thai; you may know tha^ I know him, 1^ 
Do^ Garcia send, and he wiH find that he is a 
guest at my house. I was, once a buccaneeaf 
with Kim; but I have repented the past; and 
because he recognized me he stays with me. He 
has not made me a party to his object in visiting 
the city ; biit be sure that no* good will come of 
it to any one who eats salt or crosses hands with 
him!' 

" With those words, father, he bowed and lefc 
me ! But I was by no me&ns overwhelmed. I 
had heard much like this before. It did not take 
me by surprise. Fortunately as I was not ia» 
love, it did not break my heart." 
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^ Tilis is n fltrenge Mstorj ! *Bat de Blase, 
liATing been a pirate, camnot be belioTed." 

*' Having been a |Krate, he shnuld know. Is 
it not snrpriKing that de Bcltran shoctld remain 
at his housed" 

" Tea, 1 confess—bat— bmt he says lie lias been 
« celebrated, or i$ now a celebrated pirate ! We 
never heard of a buccaneer of the name of Doo 
Conrado !" 

. •* True, and I fsrgot to tetj ycte that de Blase 
(tfformed vie that the Cmbovs bttccaaeer, Oiptatn 
BciiT, whom everybody has heard ef ior his-Oqlf 
iexploits» is none other than Semar Oapitaa 4le 
Beltran." 

Don Oarda npon keartn^; this started with a 
lond exciamatioa of amazement. ** Can it— can 
it he possible 1 Donghter, da«{|;hter, if this were 
trae, what a fate I was pn^paring for you ! ~ if 
^1^ not trae, what a fonl wroa^ has been in- 
flicted upon Don Conrado 1 I wish 1 knew the. 
trtfsfe" 

At this moroont Caspar appeared, and an 
ttounced the father confessor. Upon hearing 
this the face of l>OTina Gertrude became as pale 
as a lily, for it brought before her mind the 
'dying Italian, wiio«>e (rod fate €he liad fliomen- 
tariiy Corgotten in the -more iinmedtate subject 
^rWhich we -have jost beea treating^ 

Listeniiii? to the glowing dictates of pity <ihct 
possessed her tou\, Gkftrnde rose and advanced 
towards the priest as 4ie entered, and radier with 
the e^qneat isqairy of her eyes tlian her itps, 
ahe sought to know the tare of the penitent, 
whose condition so affected fcer<. 

"** He is at rest^ senoia !" 

" Dead.«" 

** Nof,^owever, til! he had feoeived into fats 
aoal the peace of yoarforgkeness i'* 

*' Christ I have mercy apon him i" she ex> 
tdaimed, looking apwsird for a moment in piayer. 

<< Who is dea4 V asked Don Garcia^ with 
anrprtsts. 

** The Signori Coatetti, seoorf* 

^ The young Italian wiM>lMS been ^Hoe b«re: 
How happened it 9 It is sadden.** 

The priest looked at Gertrude, who gave a 
-sign for him not to reveal the circamstaace* of 
hi$ death ; aad thea answered , 



He was hnrt by a sword wound, senor." 
Ah I A hot- headed yonng man ! Doubtless 
a daello ! How many men's lives' are cat off 
before they get a gray hair, by being too qnick 
to reseat a -wrong, which if they would wait a 
while they wefuld forget they had ever received, 
and perhaps, when reminded of it, find it difficult 
to recall from whom ! Time, only let it roll 
qaietly on, cares aU these things. He was a 
well-bom noble of Bf llano, they say. What he 
did here, I know «iot I met kim at Havatia, 
and I have seen him -often in Spain.. It strikes 
me he was something of a wanderer, yet with 
madi weakh to squander. Dost thoa know, 
Gertrude, I have half guessed iie soaglit thy 
hand; bat then I was never ^smre, as he did not 
seem to be in love when he saw thee I Good 
father, wilt thoa sit down and take a glkss of 
wine ? Thou art fatigued, I know. Yoa good 
men are always tnmptng on errands of mercy 
from dawa to dark, ay, and all night, too 1" 

The priest sat down. He was a thin, dark- 
faced man, with a Soman physiognomy; his 
black haiV- cot dose to his head ; no whiskers ; a 
black htock, and no collar ; a long smtoat, reach- 
ing to his ancles, and buttoned to his throat ; 
black cloth gaiters, and a broad-brimmed black 
felt liat. His eyes were deep set beneath a pair 
of thick hairy brows. His face was intelligent, 
thoughtful, mild and sagaotoas, with a pervad- 
ing tone of oafm and unbendiagooarage. His 
age was forty-two or three. His rank in the 
church eminent for talents and piety. Such w£is 
Father Clement, the coatessor. 

He had not loog been seated eonversing with 
Don Garcia, while Gertrude remained pensive, 
thinking iponthe sadden death of one whom, 
ifaongh she did aerer love him, she never hated^ 
< as she 'did Conrado de Beltran. Her attention 
was ail at onoe drawn to the sudden stopping of 
carriage wheels at the gate. Their cessation 
was Allowed by a qoiek, load n^ at the gate. ' 
Dob Garcia Mid: 

'' That fluiy be for thee, holj ftiHier, fbr it 
seems like a message from one in extremities, 
they knock so alarmingly. Hasten, ^^aapar, and 
open and see who it is J" 
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Thb Cabaa went down, and m a moment 
retsmed. with a note. He was closely followed 
b/ Gariot, who had left his weapons in the fiacre, 
and being dressed kk phiin clothes, gare ooeasiim 
to BO suspicion or coriosHj'* 

^' What and who is it^'^ demanded I>on 
Qarola. 

** A Bote, SBBor, for Donna Gertrude. Here 
is the messenger." 

She received it from him widi trembling fin- 
gers, f&c she had a presentiment diat it was ill 
tidings. 

" It is from old Giberto, lady," said Carlos, 
who came boldly into the room, but looked 
abashed on seeipg a priest. ** He says yon mast 
come withont an instant's delay, if yon wonld 
find him alire 1" 

" Who % Who alive, lad V demanded Don 
Garcia. 

'* Oaptain aifton, sir !" 

"Doeti he mean Clifford, Gertrade? Why 
what is the matter 1 Ton are ill !" ' 

'* N0| fiUher I this note tells me that Edward 
is likely to die — that his symptoms have changed 
for the worse ! I must go and see mm." 

"No. It will not do!" 

" He has desired to see me, father. 1 cannot 
be kept from complying wiili his dying wish." 

" Th* flacreis at the door," said Carlos. " Old 
Hitbtft, I mean Giberto, sent it that yon m%ht 
not be delayed, or fear to eome in the night." 

"I WA^ ttteod j^, sdnisr/' she aaswered. 

^ " And yon, holy father, you will accompany me 1 

The bed of. tii« d|a4g is thy #Eamlfar.phic&. He 

^onld have absolation from thee} WUt thou 

go with me?" 

" Yes, daughter." - 

"Thanks, father!" 

'* Curses, father !" repeated Carlos, under his 
tongue. " The old cropped head will spoil all 
if lie goes. There is only room for the lady, I 
think!" he added. 

" I will side with the coachman,", said Taiher 
Clement.. 



"A fiacre should carry flirce," said Don GaT' . 
da. " I will not go, then, if there is want of 
room," said Don €kircia ; 'besides, I have some 
writing ' to finish to-night. Ton will see her 
safely there and back, and not leave her, Father 
Clement, a moment/' 

" Yes, senor, I will protect her." 

** Then I will consent to her goings But it 
was very foolish for him to send for her 1 Thc^ 
are not betrothed. But a dying man's wish h 
law to the living." ^ 

" Good night, dear fether !" said Donna Ger- 
trude, who had thrown her mantilla and veil 
about her, and was ready to follow Carlos. " I 
will not be gone very long." 

" Adios, mia cara hija, I will wait for thee ; 
and I trust that you will bring back word that 
this wounded officer is out of danger, rather than 
dying." 

*' I have BO hope, sir. I foel a »tr»nge, cold 
fear creeping about my heart ! ' It presages evil I 
He will die,shr ! Adios, padre mio, adios !" 

" Why, child, one woidd think yon were tak- 
ing leave of me to depart to Spain, yon cling 
and weep so ! If thou hast so much heart is 
this young officer's fate, I pray th^ saints he may 
live for thy sake/* 

" Heaven bless yon, dear father, for the prayer,*' 
she answered; and placing her hand on the arm 
of Fa^er Clement, she sufibred tt^ to conduct 
her down to the courts Carlos pltceded tfaemy 
trying to invent some way to get rid of the priests 
But his wits were completely foiled « He had 
caught the eye of the confessor^^ and with tfaait 
quick and accurate pei'ception of character which 
boys always possess, he saw that he was not a 
man to be trified with, or put off with a subter- 
fuge, unless of the deepest nature } and he had 
no time to set to work concocting a plot to get 
him to remain at home. 8o when he reached 
the fiacre, he had to suffer the padre to get iu, 
for the priest had entered after Gertrude, on see 
ing that it was empty. To his surprise he found 
that he tat down xtffoa » cutlass ; b«t ha Biad« 
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v^MDMwk, pnftminr Hbelo««ed lo tlM#«air, 
or tbat lie was t^iag it hooM for awm pcffiMi. 
CftrloB instoftd of geuki^ ia, elo9^ iIm door, ttid 
biddiBg Pierre drire on, BpntBt^ vf^ bebind. H» 
k«p6 a shvp l^k apM 4lie iid«w«lk, till he di«- 
cvTOMd in tbe obicoritj of m aof le the form of 
D«a Coacado on the wetoh. iU the ftaore 
passed he ie^ed UghUy down end xan to him. 

'* The doye is safelj caged, bat there is a crow 
in wiih her^ and the devil can't get rid of bi«u" 

" Po.yon mean to aa; she is is the earriagel'' 
demaadcMl Don Ckmrado, with intense ewmes^' 
ness. <' Speak plainly/' 

" Yes, seaor ; she is theroy and a priest widi 
herl" 

" A priest— a hundred devils I How happened 
that, bey ?" 

" He was at the house when I got there, and 
off»i^d his services ; and she wanted him to 
snriye the dying man !" 

" Then my plan has taken, so far as she is 
cosieemed. The priest we most get rid of. Let 
us walk on faster, or we lose the carriage 1" 

jDon Conrado now harried on at loag strides 

after the liacre, breathing corses against all father 

confessors, and studying how he should manage 

to get rid of bim. 

1^ .^ . .." ^e can give him cald steel, senor, if he is 

! trouUesome," said Carlos, in his ear, evidently 

' dtvipiag the thoughts of his matter. 

" Yes, that we ean do I but it must be resorted 
to only in the last extremity. Hasten, boy 1 
The carriage has passed the street leading to the 
cigar^maker's. As soon as she discovers this, 
will begin our trouble !" 

The two hastened onward. As they crosned 
the street he had just alluded to, he saw the light 
burning in the window of Clifford's room. ' He 
smiled demoniacally in his heart at the contem- 
plaiion of the triumph he was about to achieve 
over his rival. 

** Farewell, and fair dreams, sir ei^taiu," he 
said, s«ft:astiQally. '' Thou wilt miss tl^ ssrse 
' tO!«aorrow, methinks i" 

Inthe meanwhile the fiacre drove on. Qer* 
trade passed tiie time in listening to the aceount 
which Father Clement was giving her of the last 
moment^of Signori Contelli, and was so deeply 
interested in his touchiug narration of the dr- 
cnaataBces of the bridal of death, that she was 
not aware when the carriage passed the street it 
should have turned down in order to go to tiia 
shop of the dgar^oaker. Father Oleneat, not 
knowing where }^ dwel^ did not of cionrse ob- 



leite'tlia ftotii !%• lacie, t]ieiefoi«,ha4ffDae 
two streets farther, and was just turnkig round 
the lower earner of the plaea, when her eye 
caught sight of the open square and the cathe- 
dral towers* She mstant^ exclaimed : 

" We are goii^ wrong, father I Speak to the 
eoeher* it is on aireet." 

'' Then we ase three streets oat of the way ! 
Cooherl wn 1" eaUed out the confessor. " Ton 
aia wrong* Tnm and drive to ■'■'■' street. . 
WlMselsaialadr 

" ParbltB ! I thmk that I un out of the way^ 
holy father I" aaewered Fierre; ''but I oan't 
turn here without breaking tha pole ; so I will 
drive round the sqaate and back that way. I 
can do it in a minute, my horses are so last ! 
The lad is up behind.'' 

With these words he whipped up his hones, 
and pressed them and uiged them onward at 
iheir utmost speed. I>on Conrado, who kept 
near, behind, had heard the priest's voice, and 
drew do^e to ihe carriage. When Pierre whip- 
ped up he sprang upon the foot-board, while 
Carlos came on at a rapid rate through the .cen- 
tre of the street. 

" It is singular a (lacre should not know the 
way about the city," said the priest. * 

" Perhaps the boy's directioas were not under- 
stood. But we shall soon reach the place, at 
this rate." 

Pierre now whisled from the south plasa street 
round upon the broad, open levee, and began to 
dash across it at a rapid trot. At the sound of 
the wheels on the planks, both Fath^ CSement . 
and Gerti*ud#ittered an exclamation of snrprj^, 
and looked oat of their respective windows, 

" We are on the Idvee I" he exclaimed. 

" And approaching the river !" she respof^ded* 
"What can this mean? Speak to the man, 
father, I beseedi you ?" 

"What hot Cocher! .garcon! stop yaur 
horses 1 Where are you taking us ? This is not 
the way !" 

Pierre, instead of replying, laid on his whip 
without ceasing. The fiacre in a few seconds 
wheeled sharply round a post on which w^s 
placed the signal lantern, and drew so suddenly 
up on the verge of the pier, that the horses were 
nearly thrown down upon thmr hauachea. In 
an instant de Beltran wan at the door. 

"There is mischief har^ T' said the priest ta 
Qertrude, ue tha fiacra stopped, and he saw the 
light, the boat and men, and Don CoaiMdo's 
hand on> tha. door. 
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''Heiitreii)>rbt«ctme! Aootiier dinger!" 

eried. " What can be done t" 

** I will defend yiw, danghter/' aasirered Itt^ 
titer Clement, seising the c«tla« hj tbe blade; 
bat before lie conld graep the handle, the door 
was opened, and he was seitwd by de Beltran, 
whose iron strength pfawmed hie arms to his 
side, while Carlos, tbrongh the forward window 
titre w a handkerehief over his mouth and a^tioitly 
tied H befamd in a sailor's knot ; be was thms in 
aa instant rendered incapable of eelMng fbr %iA, 
or glTittg any ; with a cord two men tied his 
handfl and dragged him ont, while Don Conrado 
eprang hito the carriage. Biit Oertmde, who 
did not lose her presence of mindj^ leaped from 
tbe opposite door as he entered ; for she recog- 
nized Don Conrado, and now dearly understood 
tiiat she herself, and not Father Clement, was 
the dentined victim of the assault, or her gener- 
9QB spirit would haye^preoipted her to hare re- 
mained to* offer him w^at aid she conld. Like 
a deer she started from the earriage in flight, 
but, alas, was in ten ^ps canghfc in the arms of 
the two men who -had kept behind, bat whom 
the speed of the fiacre had outrun. 

** Just in season, men," cried de Beltran, as 
he took her in bis armtf, and placing a band 
firmly npon her month to prevent ber from giv 
ing B«y alarm. In a moment be had borne her 
to the at. 

• ** All aboard, and bend to yowr oars fer your 
Irres, men \" he commanded, as he stoo^ upon 
the centre thwart. The men obeyed with a will, 
and the barge shot out from the pier Hke an 
anow. Conrado then stepped aft^o place his 
lovely buTden in the stem, when he nearly fel)^ 
by striking the body of the priest. 

^' Who is this'?" he demanded; for in^the 
darkness it was diffienlt to distinguish objects* 
" The priest, scnor," answered Carlos. 
** What was he put in here for V 
" We tnmbled him in, «ir, as yo« didn't teR «s 
. what to do with him," answered one of tbe men, 
who had a'^ststed in binding his aarmt. 

*' Overboard with himT' he eried, placing 
Gertrude upon tiie seat by his side, with his arm 
about her waist and his hand still upon her 
mouth. " Into the water with him l" 

«No— no— O, do nof do so cruel a deed 1" 
cried Donna Gertrude, etmggling to Bpetk, 

M If thou wilt pledge thy word that thou wilt 
not call for aid, I will save hie lifo and release 
thy lips." 
** I promlie---only do not dsni4er him V* idbe 



Mid, with eamestness, as If she fofgot her owff 
sitnatfon ia the imminent danger thathnng oref 
the head of tiie priest, who for her sake had bees 
thni brongfat into peril. 

" WUt thon give thy word, father, if I let thev 
be nnbonnd, that thon wilt be quiet V continued 
Don Conrado, who now that he had Donna Ger- 
trude in his power, seemed to betray an unusaal 
degree of exultation. " I am disposed on such 
a happy c^iccasion as this to be nMrdfnl." 

Father Clement knew that lhei% was no o&er 
aitenative than to comply, and sigmfied hb 
assent by a muffled affirmative. Carlos was then 
ordered to lelease his month and hands, when 
be took a seat, by de Beltran's order, on the 
cross thivurt of the stern'sbeets^ 

"Don Conrado de Beltran," said Grertradey 
" I kmow not why you have done this gross out' 
rage, i am in your power j bnt^ release you^ 
grasp npon my person." 

•* You will spring overboard.? 

** Ko« I will remain in the boat. I commit 
myself to the protection of tbe Virgin." 

"Son," said Father Clement, calmly, "why 
this violence and wrong? Who art thou, and 
what is thy object ?" 

•^ " Silence, priest ! Thou, fair Gertrude, mayett- 
talk, and say what thou wilt." 

"1 will also keep silence," she answered; 
"but first I wMl ask thee if thon didst form • 
plot to get me ioto thy poorer; for I see that he 
who brought me the message is in the boat, and 
one of thy creatures ? Does Captain Clifford 
lay at the point of death V 
. • " I will not torture thee, fair Gertrude. Ho 
is doubtless doing a» he has done at any time. 
The note yon received was written by me ! th# 
messenger sent by me I tbe fiacre engaged by 
me t And deeper stratagems than this I would 
have resorted to had this failed. Otoe would 
risk all, and set all his wits at work to possess 
a prise like thee !^ 

Geitrode's relief at hewrrng of the welfare of 
Cllfiford produced such a joyful efl^t npon her 
spirits, that for tbe moment she^ seemed to fors* 
get her own condition in the, power of a bad 
men whom A» despised, and, as she bad truly 
said, feared. ^ 

" Thon hast confessed te a widted erane, evil 
mmi," said Fadier Clement "How covldsf 
thon have the heart to do this thibg, and -taair 
this young and trusting maiden from ber fathev'e 
house, under the cover of so dark a iah>ehood 1" 
" II tfaum spealtast again 1 will Imw^^ sI»«« 
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^SlS^^f sir priest," said de Beltran, with anger. 
*' Give waj, men ! Let us not be all night in 
reaching the brigantine V* 

The oarsmen palled hard and strong, and the 
boat, deeply laden as it was, descended the river 
rapidly. The daik outlines of the house-tops in 
the city, as it was left, gradually disappeared in 
open fields, or were changed to forests. The 
moon arose about the time the boat left the 
quay, and its light revealed the dark shore and 
here and there a vessel at anchor in the river. 
But all wa3 silent around them. Swiftly -they 
'passed villa after villa, until they came in sight 
of the battle-ground. Here they saw a light on 
the sh6re, and people moving about as if em- 
barking. Conrado fancying this might indicate 
pursuit, pulled further over towards die opposite 
shore, encouraging bis men with promises of re- 
wan^ But the people on shore, doubtless, had 
other affairs, as they did not give chase to them. 

At length, on turning a point, about an hour 
after midnight, they came in sight of a round 
red light, that seemed to shine from a deck. 

Upon seeing this, the captain of the brig cried 
out with joy : 

** There is the vessel! We are safe I" 

Gertrude, who had withdrawn as far ta she 
"4i£ynld from the side of Don Conrado, after he 
had released her form from the clasp of his arm, 
had sat so silently all the voyage down, with 
her eyes upon the water, that he believed she 
slept ; and, as she made no reply to his ques- 
tion upon this point, his belief was confirmed. 
Father Clement, alio sat enveloped in his cowl, 
his hand parentally holding that of Gertrude, 
who had sought this sign of sympathy in her 
woe. So long as she was near this good man, 
she did not feel so desolate. She did not fall 
asleep, however. Her thoughts were upon her 
situation and its^ probable issue. That &he was 
«ompletcly-4n Don Conrado's power, she pain- 
fully felt ; and she knew that he who had risked 
so much to get possession of her would not 
lightly resign berl She tried to be calm, and 
reflect upon every feature of the circumstances 
in which she was placed. But the result of all 
was that she was in the power of a bad man, 
3nd had no hope of safety or release but by put- 
ting her full trust and confidence in Heaven. 

"I will look to God for aid {"she sud, reso- 
lutely, and with Christia» faith. '^The wicked 
are in. his hands, and they can do no more than- 
he permits 1 Sweet M.aria, mother ! Holy Vir- 
gin, intercede for me. Ave Maria, pray for me !■ ' 



With this prayer her soul became calmer. * She 
felt that Heaven will not forsake those who trust 
in it ; and this assurance brought a serenity to 
her heart that she could have derived from nothf 
ing earthly. 

The father, meanwhile, was deliberating what 
ought to be done for her rescue. He hoped 
when they reached the vessel to which the boat 
seemed bound, he could there speak with him 
alone, and prevail upon him to release the 
maiden. At all issues he determined he would 
defend her from wrong with his life, if need 
were. 

The thoughts of Don Conrado were by no 
means agreeable. He was elated at his success^ 
but he felt that he had debased himself in the 
eyes of the very woman whose esteem he would 
give the world to possess. He felt that she de- 
spised him, and he thought that if he could see 
her face, its handsome mouth would be curled 
witb scorn and derision, rather than trembling 
with fear. He was, therefore, humbled and dis- 
satisfied with himself, yet the thought of revers- 
ing bis conduct by ever surrenderiifg her, did 
not occur to him for an instant. His passion 
for her was stronger than his humility or self- 
dissatisfaction. 

The boat drew near the brigantine, which was 
at anchor over her bows, with the topsails loose, 
and her jib and spanker set, rea^y for a run at 
a three minutes' notice. 

" Boat ahoy V* hailed Lieutenant Randolpho, 
from the gangway. 

At the hail both the priest and Gertrude 
looked up and gazed anxiously at the brig. ' B^y 
the light of a battle-lantern, held by some oae 
midships, they beheld several men about the 
side^ladder. Conrado had answered the hafl 
promptly, and as the boat puile4 up alengsidQi 
there was a murmur of voices when the rays ol 
the light fell on a female figure in the boat 1 

The boat touched the br^antine, and being 
secured by ready hands, Don Conrado was ahost 
to take Gertrude in his arms to convey her OB 
bolird ; for the deck was so low that it was hat 
a step or two into the vessel from the guns. 

" No. I will go on board, if I must, unaidedt" 
she said, shrinking from his touch. •*' Father, 
your hand !" 

The next moment she stood upon the deck of 
the brigantine, dinging to the side of Father 
Clement, and gazing around her upon the 
crowded and armed decks with her first emo- 
tions of positive fear. 
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Tbb captain of the brigantkie had no sootier 
reached the deck of his vessel, than he gare 
eMers to weigh anchor and make sail. AH was 
instantly bnstle and noise from stem to stem. 
The commands of the lieHtenarrt ^ere heard 
aboTC the songs of the men heaving np the 
Michor, and amid the rattling of cordage and 
the creaking of yards. 

•*8enora/'said Don Colorado, hi a somewhat 
overbearing manner, approaching her as she 
flood clinging to the priest on the very spot 
0keTe stie had first steppe on the deck. 

^9it, t arm in yonr p6wer," she answered, 
-Wiilf #e most touching helplcKeness. ** I wait 

I'M* tone of her voice seemed to move him. 
B dM in trnih pefictfate to his heart. He drew 
^Htftir to ber respectft^y, and said in a kinder 

** IM not he alarmed ! I intend you no harm. 
This tessd and its commander are all at your 
'yift^ce, save—'* 

*Then let my commands %6 obeyed to take 
ine back to my father \" 

•* Save that, lady I Ton may not return un- 



" Go 06, sir!" 

" UnleVs you return the bride of Coorado dc 
Beltran/' 



She uttered a slight exclamation of bofror 
and seemed to tremble from head to footr Poor 
maiden ! she felt like a person in the den of a 
Hon, where the least false movement may cau«e 
bim to rend her in pieces. 

** I know I offend yon ! But your ears mast 
familiarize themselves to these words. Senora,, 
yon will de^^Cend into the cabin V* 

** Yes, I obey ! Father Clement, you will nert 
leave me !" 

"No, daughter!" answered the prief^t, ki a* 
low voice, the resolute sound of which gave her 
courage. 

"The father may accompany you. I will 
treat him kindly f )r yonr sake, s^nora. Per- 
haps his presence on board is a Iu(ky omenf 
for when thou shalt consent, there wiil be w> 
need to send for a priest !" 

These last words were intended for !?er ear, 
but were heard by the father, who felt reassured 
by them, and dismissed in part from his mind 
apprehensions that had troubled him of a more 
lawless course of conduct on the part of their 
captor than these words indicated. Leaning o& 
the arm of the priest, Gertrude, because sho 
could not do otherwise, descended to the cabin. 
It had been prepared for her Inception,- being 
brilliantly lighted, and refreshments set out ttpoo 
th« marble sideboard. 
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with twprit«$ bat Oettradei seemed to t^l that 
it 1RM Hte detkuig the ftltur ibr tAciifio^i fo« 
•bt kai roMlYetf, that vriMs Coaradu reiloMd 
tier to her fiMier, ;riie would tale ber««& life, 
and pati pore ftom this vorid of yice. like 
ooMokHMneai thtt Ybk kwt rewwroe of iniio- 
^nce in defpairieauimed to her, nerved her to 
bear np imder her preeeot conditioii, and to be 
<«MMn^pcMed. Boot Oonndo noticed tiie iorprise 
wilh Which the priest avrvejed the elegmoe of 
^Iba two ftate-rooaiB, asd eaailnig, said : 

" Thoagh i ha^BsH^en the bird fimn iCs nest, 
father, I have piepared a gilded eage for hef 1" 

The priest gaaed an the taJl and traly noble 
£gve of the baoeaneer, aad upon his handsome, 
. 4ark laee, shaded by hair sKghtly spriakled with 
^raj, as those lieatarvs and person were reTeaied 
«a his reoMmng his eloak and bat, with more 
Muriosii^ than alarm. 

** 6on," he aaid, ''thon bast the appearance of 
being a man of rank and inflnenoe. How is it 
that yon have done this outt-age % How bath 
tiie maiden harmed thee f Who art thon V* 

" The maiden's lover, sir priest. In distant 
laaids 1 wooed her, and she treated me with 
acorn. I have soaght her over ihe sea, and 
again laid my heart at her feet. I hambly sned 
!for a smile. She treated me as if I had been a 
alave*— ay— >worse, an outcast ! J have ^erefore 
taken her without her will 1 Thoa hast now the 
whole tale in brief! How dost thou like it V 

"Not at all, my son I Thou hast done a 
grievons wrong. The affections of a woman 
Hrc npt to be won by violence sneh as this ! If 
thou woaldst do right, ere thy vessel sails, send 
her back to her &ther. I do not plead for my- 
Sfflf; for 80 tiiat she is retvmed I am in thy 
bands to do what thon wi)t with n^e." 

" Sir priest, stop tiby prating ! Once for all I 
•wear to thee by the cmeifix on thy heart, that 
I will never release this maiden ! She is in my 
power. This vessel, and its crew, only live to 
do my biddings No power on earth can rescue 
ber ! Yet I am willing to kneel at her feet and 
implore her pity nppn my lortl If she relent 
or look kindly on me, I wifi be her slave ; if she 
does not, I will teach her that I am her lord S 
•As for yon, priest, I will let yon remain in the 
vessel. I may want yon, for I seek only hon- 
<orable love 1 This n>om is yonns, senAra. Ko 
one is to enter it without your permission. This, 
fiir priest, is your cabin which opens to the left 
of the steps. The inner room, senora^ is also 



yonn, wiiieh ghtS be saeMl to yon f t Wift tMW 
leave yo« to look after tho tiiyfng of my vessel ; 

and, sir priest, if yon would find fevor with me, 
and consult her peasce, yon wfll nae the time I 
give yon, to talk with her and advise her io 
yield qaietly to the destiny winch she cannot 
aveid. 1 have been teo deeply wounded by h€T 
pride to show mercy, or flinch from my purpose ; 
faidy, heve are nffeshments. Ton ean retire 
whensoever yon choose. Adios f' 
' Thus saying, Don Conrado ascended to Ibe 
deck. All the while he was speaking Gkrtmde 
moved not a muscle of iier face. She sat pale 
on the feutenit, where fear days before vre in- 
tmdneed Gotdo to the reader. She began to 
realise the irresistible fete that was before her. 
She began lo <^mpvehend the ibll wrc(bchedness 
of her lot. Either she must become the bride of 
de Beltran, or die I The nuptial con<^ of the 
man of all men she most detested, or the grave ! 
She sat immorahle with despair. When Don 
Conrado had gone on deck, when bis form wns 
no longer before her eyes, she gave utterance to 
a low, pitiful cry, and then with a suflbcating 
gasp she fell insensibi^ into the arms of the com- 
paesiottate priest He bore her to tiie ottoman, 
supported her head on his shoulder, prayed fep^.. 
rently to Heaven for her, and then tried to re- 
Btere her to coescionspess. 

f' And why should I wish to bring her back 
to liiel" he said, as he gaefed upon the marble 
face, as 6tiU as if it were the* fece of the deadb 
''Better, if she is to live to be the wife of tii^ 
man, who. is no doubt a pirate chief, that ket 
pure spirit should leave the body now. She is 
ins^sible to her woe ! Take her, Holy Majy ! 
take her virgin soul to thy bosom in peace !*' 
' At this moment, as the brigai^Mne swung 
round in coming to the wind, a strong breez0 
blew in through the stem windows, tossing the 
tresses of her hair about her head, and brought 
her to animation. She sfg^wd deeply, and open- 
ing her eyes, gazed wildly around/ ; 

" Where am I ? Father, ray dear fkther, what 
a dream I have had T' She spoke, ks if not yet 
fully aware where she waa, and as if supposing 
herself in her own fether's house. ** I thought I 
was taken from yoa by dialT terrible man itt 
whom yon have so much cotffidence, and ihaf 
he hopd me to his pirate ship, and that he fear- 
fully swore that I should become his bride, 
and—" 

She stopped falL She beard the noise of the 
rushing keel, the clatter of cordage, the voices 
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on tt» 4eck; «n4 one horrM look abomt her 
told her that her imppoaed dream was not a 
dream, but a fearful reality* 

"Is it yon^ Father Clement 1 O, I ihoagbt, 
I thought I was at hom^! B«t I know where I 
am DOW. It is not a dream. Would it were, 
would it were,r-4roffl which I might aerer 
awake I" 

*'Be ealaa^ danghter. Heaven wiU protect 
you I feel it Tvy and put yowtnMt in ^ 
holy angels. This bad man'ft oonasel respect- 
ing yon shall never prosper/' 

" Your words give me strength." 

" I mean they shall. Do not fear. Oecapy 
tiie room he has pointed out to yon. It has bnt 
this one . entrance, before which I will sleep 
Providence has sent me with yon to protect 
yon." 

" I do feel it to be so. Withont yon—" 

"Ah, my innocent lamb, ^ without me your 
late would htlve been indeed pidfnl. Bnt I am 
bnt one. I can only aid you through my faith. 
In this I am strong, and it gives me confidence 
that we shall both escape this man's band! 
Eat I Here are Grod's gifts, and do not refuse 
them ; for yon need health and courage to en- 
dure. Let me recommend cheerfnlnfS's, and 
patience, and courtefy towards our captor. On 
our side we have right, and therefore otq his 
superiors, and he feels it. Show no fear, bnt 
serene submission to your fate, and I have no 
doubt all will be weH. We must gain time by 
every means in our power. Who* knows what 
a day may briog forth V To-morrows ever bring 
.ehanges. Let ns hope 1^' 
*^ With these words of coTWolation and conrage, 
the good priest bade her good ni«jht, after bless 
ing her aad solemnly coromitTing her to the 
protection of Him who never erases to watch 
over those who are in danger. 

" One word, daughter," he added, as she 
was about leaving him ; **^6a have known this 
man, and have told me something of his his- 
tory. Have yon any idea where this vessel is 
bound?" 

"No — ^but yes, I recollect hearing him tell my 
father that when he left New Orleans he should 
go to Alvarado, on the Mexican coast, where he ' 
aaid he held an estate. Bnt my father supposed 
he was in a vessel-of-war, and had no suspicion 
of the truth." 

" Then let ns keep heart I Alvarado is not 
many days' sail; and if we can keep him in 



fator f ibr it is a«r dtt^ ia ttiiie«i bin if need 
be,) till then we may find means of eseiqw."^ 

Donna Gkrtrade the» retired to the inner 
cabin. It war lighted by a soft ai^and lamp^ 
and was furnished with a Inxnriuice that vied 
with Oriental Tolnptnousness. She saw that 
across the two cabin -windows ii-on bars were 
placed, which, while they prevented access, pro^ 
vented egress, should she be tmnpted to seek a 
grave in the sea. A giatar, books, prints, and 
elegant hijovUrie adorned this boudoir. |t als4> 
contained a rich wardfobo, that a princejis m%bfc 
have coveted. Bnt her eye resled upon no ob- 
ject with ptoasvre, bnt rather with loathing. 
Closing the door, she kneekd and committed 
herself, in her desolation, to the protection of 
the Virgin, and Heaven. Overcome with fatigue^ 
she fell asleep as she was praying, and with her 
lovely face kid npon her arm,, over which her 
abundant dark hair richly flowed,, she slept ki 
holy repose through the watches of the night. 

Father Clement finding all qniet within, as- 
cended to the deck. The moon and stars were 
rivalling eai^h other in the splendor of their 
radiance. Orion bore his glittering standard in 
mid sky, and the Pleiades were hanging like 
golden grapes in the bending we^t. Aldebaran 
burned like a diamond, in his brilliamt trfoBgie ; 
Sinus flashed like a beacon blaaing above the 
gates of Paradise, and Arcturus, a» he rolled 
around the pole in solar splendor, biased like a 
lesser sun.^The eyes of the father as he cast 
them heavenward, on first reaching the deck, 
took in all ibis glory of the night, and he could 
not help moving- his lips and saying: 

" The heavens declare thy glory and the fir* 
mament sboweth thy wondrous works !" 

Don Conrado approached him and said : 

" flow fares it with thy charge, hoi/ priest?"' 

" She is calmer^ and sleeps 1" 

" That is good news I To morrow, I doubt 
not, she will look npon me with a more friendly 
eye." 

" Son, not while thou art playing the tyrant 
towards her," answered Father Clement. " I 
knovr not thy condition or pursuit, but it seems 
unworthy a gentleman to resort to stratagema 
Mke this to obtain the possession of a lady I 
Hast thou no fear of God ?" 

" Preach not to me, priest By the mass I 
Thou dost presume on my forbearance too 
much. Dost thou know, that I can. have the«i 
killed with a word 1'* 
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" Thoa canst kill only the body, and aflter that 
there is no more that thou canat do, son !" 

** I will pat thee in irons if yon speak more 
to me. Listen, father! If thoa de^irest to con- 
sole the lady with thy presence, do not anger 
me. If yoa are discreet, yon shall be free on 
board to see her whe» yoa will ; but if you in- 
terfere with me or my plans, I will have thee 
ironed and thrust into the lowest hold of the 
brig! A word to a wise man should suffice." 

Father Clement, finding that words would 
only prevent him from doin^ service to Ger- 
trude, closed his lips, and resolved to leave 
events in the hand of Heaven. He walked to 
the side of the vessel and looked around. The 
brigantine was under full sail, moving swiftly 
down the stream. The watch bad been set on 
the forecastle, and the officer of the 4i^ck paced 
up and down the Itirboard side, amidships, with 
his careful glance wandering constantly ovpr the 
sails, spars and ropes, or the shores and the 
course the vessel was sailing. Nothing escaped 
his vigilance. * » 

Don Conrado, after the conversation he had 
held with the priest, leaned moodily over the 
stern and gazed down upon the rippling wake 
of the gliding vessel, which was lighted up by 
the irays of light that came from the cabin-win- 
dows which opened into the apartment occupied 
by Gerrrnde. His thoughts were upon her. He 
reflected upon the act he was being guilty of. 
But be defended it on the plea of his ardent 
love for her. "And did be really love Ger- 
trude 1" asks some fair reader of this tale. Yes, 
without doubt, he loved her. From the bej/jn- 
ning, four years before, when he first beheli -her, 
in Spain, a few evenings after she had quitted 
ihe convent in Castile,, where she had been edu 
cat-:d, he had loved her. She was then scarcely 
passed fifreen, and he was thirty seven. But 
the sight of her kindled in his heart a passion 



which nothing conM diminish. It was at a fes* 
tival. given by Don Garcia on the ocrasion of 
his daughter's introduction to the world, that 
he first beheld her. ^ 

Conrado at that time was, as we have said, 
an officer in the Spanish navy, and being of a 
noble family, he held a position of infiuence in 
society that his rank as lieutenant alone would 
not have confirmed upon him. The vessel which 
he was then acting commander of, was lying in 
a port two leagues from the abode of Don Gar- 
cia, when he received the invitation to be pres- 
ent at the fete, , When he entered the stately 
ball, and beheld the youthful queen of thje eve* 
ning seated upon a throne, surrounded by lovely 
maidens, herself the loveliest o^ all, like the 
moon encircled by stars, he bowed before her in 
almost admiring homage. We have said that 
he was a handsome man, with a- striking and 
noble air, which was clouded on a nearer view 
only by a cold and sinister light in his eye, and 
a scarcely perceptible contraction of the nether 
lip, such as unconscientious men. often exhibit 
to the close observer. But Gertrude was then no 
judge of character by expressfon— no analyzer 
of the face, to detect and recognize the well-corn^ 
bined poison from the virtues. He devoted him- 
self to her during the evening. He flattered 
her ; he caused her to feel that he was pleased 
with her; he used every means of sagacious and 
practised art of courtesy and gentle attentions 
to make her pleased with him. In this he was 
unconsciously aided by her father and others.^ 

"Look out for thy little heart, daughter," 
smilingly said Don Garcia; "el Senor Lieuten- 
ant de Beltran is a dangerous man." 

'• You have made an easy conquest, senorita," 
said an old baron, patting her on the shoulder 
with his little finger, on which blazed a Brasiii- 
ian diaqaond; "Don Conrado seems fairly en- 
snared." 
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But there was one speaker that made a deeper 
impressioti upon the mind of Donna Gertrude 
eren, than did these words of approhation. 

As she was passing from the hall, after the 
festiyal, to seek her own apartments, ont of the 
•hadows of the passage stepped a female, who 
said in a low, bat warning tone : 
" Maiden ! beware of Conrado de Beltran!" 
" Why V* she' asked, with a sadden coldness 
At her heart. 

" There is guilt in his heart, 
Tb«r» is blood on bis blade, 
Thyrpeace Jrill depiurt 
If tlvDu lore him, fliir maid; 
Woe, wOe to thee, lady. 
If thou remember him moie.^ 

The woman, in whom G«rtrude recognized a 
fbrtune-teller who wandered from castle to castle, 
then disappeared, leaving a chill upon the soul 
of the lovely girl. Nevertheless, she thought of 
the handsome Don Conrado till she fell asleep, 
and then dreamed that he was leading her to 
th& altar, where, instead of a priest, there stood 
about the altar seven murdered corpses, each 
pointing with skeleton "fingers to Don Conrado, 
and calling on Heaven to avenge them on their 
murderer. Three of these Gfcrtrude saw were 
young, and had been lovely. She awoke with 
a shriek of hormr. 

The next day Don 'Conrado called at the 
castle, and though at first she thought of her 
dream and the witch'is words, and was in great 
fear, the fascination and, cheerfulness of Don 
Conrado, her father's confidence in him, his 
efforts to please her, overcame her fears, and 
dismissing from her mind these things, she suf 
fored herself to be pleased, as she had been the 
evening before, with his attentions. Day after 
day these visits were renewed, till closer intimacy 
made the pure girl conscious of the wickedness 
of his spirit, and the continual impurity of the 
thoughts of his heart. Like all bad men, he 



believed that retamed love in a female is the 
challenge to lost; and that love cannot exist 
without sensuality. But he had to lean), as 
many a lover like him has had to learn since, 
that love in the heart of woman is a holy and 
pure flame ; that it is wholly dissociated from 
those grosser imaginations which characterize it 
in the bosoms of most men ; that it is a senti- 
ment bom of the spirit within, and seeks only 
the sympathy of a kindred spirit, Such was the 
natitce of the passion which was being awakened 
in the virgin bosom of Donna Gertrude towards 
this dangerous and captivating man, and who 
was so much her senior, when believing that 
requited love is surrender of delicacy and honor, 
he took one step too far, and she fled from him 
as alarmed as an angel would have been to have 
Vouud another angel drop thfe angelic ^appear- 
ance, and disclose the dark form of a devil. 
Nay, she was more than alarmed, — her maiden 
delicacy had received a shock that deeply wounded 
her. She sought the solitude of her room, and 
there wept for^ hours ; wept that she could have 
been deemed so unv^forthy as to be thus insulted 
by him whom she supposed the soul of honor; 
wept that the noble form on which she was about 
to lean, the oak about which she was ready to 
entwine, should turn to a serpent! should seek 
to destroy, rather than to honor and protect. 

It was in vain Don Conrado sought an inter- 
view with the insulted and high-souled girl. His 
notes she returned unopaned;^ and when Don 
Garcia, to whom Don Conrado made an appeal, 
well knowing the daughter had too much pride 
to tell the'father thfe real truth, endeavored to 
reconcile them, she was firm in refusing ever to 

see him again. 

At length he departed in his ship. He was 
gone a year. During this period the witch wo- 
man had seen her and imfolded to her the real 
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cdksimeter of I>o]i Coando, for the had hwa his 
foster-mother. She told her hotr he had slani 
In a quarrel, in bojhood, her own son; his foeter- 
Wodier. How, as a yoong man, he had wronged 
tihe luelplesf, and tynmntaed, as a man, over those 
who were in his power. She then alluded to 
•OHkO stories that had of late got abroad, of bis 
•EariDg replenished his wasted coiltsn by means 
vnbttcoming an officer; and that he had been 
sa reote d after his departure flom the castle, after 
Ibe lete, by the queen's order. This intelligence 
Imd also been joommmnieated to Don Garda, 
from other sources ; but it was also suted that 
ke bad acquitted himself. This, howerer, was 
smH the case. The queen, howewr, out of re- 
gard to the reputation of her officers, did not 
pabKdy condemn him ; but baring admonished 
hitn, suspended him for a year. During this 
year, his time was passed chiefly in Turkey, 
where it was said, with tn^, thai he became 
imrtner with a Greek buccaneer. This mode of 
life so chimed with his tastes, that after he re 
lamed to Spain and took command of a small 
aloop-of-war,' he felt a strong disposition to bnc- 
•caneer in the queen's yessel. Bat he resisted it 
for a time, and sailed to revisit Donna Gertrude. 
Bat he found that time had only served to in- 
crease the distance between them. He, there- 
fore, reluctantly and angrily look his departure, 
and in this mood, after a few weeks, yielded to 
the temptation to take the vessel freighted with 
ail^rar, we have already alluded to. With this 
wealth, ^e resolved to resign the service, in 
which, he well knew, he could not remain when 
his crime became knovm. But his resignation 
did rK>t shield him from thef displeasure of the 
«H>wn. He was bdnished fVom 3p*itt, and his 
cetates conftscated, and even the silver he had 
Crtptured, seized and taken from him. This step 
only was wanted to complete his t'-an^formation 
into a buccaneer. With a small vessel, manned 
by a score or two of those desperadoes that can 
Blways be picked up in the maritime towns of 
file Mediterranean, he sailed on adventures at 
aea. Af^er making several bold captures in the 
vicinity of the Straits, and finding that he was 
being noticed bv inquisitive cruisers, he took to 
«ho Bay of Biscay, where he captped a French 
gun-hrij^ by stratttgem, and deseriing bis ^im'aller 
▼esse), he hoisted his flag upon her, keeping as 
many of her crew as chose to sail under it, and 
landing ihe rest near Bordeaux. He now placed 
himself in fhe track of English vessels, capturing 
two brigs, but without much profit. He then 



seoured tfia Irish 4iMiMl,ai#eMd ifae North Sm, 
and after varioas adventures, and but little goU» 
he squared away his yasds and steered towardi 
the equator. Hers the idea oceurred to hfitt'«f 
eaptwing sla^re ships, iriien near the BrazHiaa 
eoast, and disposing of the cargoes hims^ ia 
the Rio Janeiro market He found this a pnfftt* 
able specttladoo for a gentleman in his ciroun- 
staaces^MNitf <^ter continuing it a year and ft 
half, he amassed so much wealth, that he re- 
solved to go to the island'Of Cuba, purchase an 
estate, and spend there the rest of his days. Btat 
as they approached Cuba, he was ftdten in with 
by an Baglish cruiser, vHio gave chase. Tke 
Bnglishman, coming within gun range, fired a 
shot into her; and caused her to 'leak so iMi/SIf 
tbat they had to run her ashore on the sooth 
side of the island in the night, which fortunately 
came on in time to conceal them from the foe. 
The brig had to be burned the next day, but not 
before he took firojp her the most of his money, 
some of it not bciog able to be reached on ao- 
count of the depth of water in the hold. .With a 
part of the money he went to Havana and pur- 
chased the beautiful vessel which he named the 
brigantine. In her he continued his old bucca- 
neering, in order to replace by capture the wealth 
he had been eompelled to leave in the vessel he 
had lost. 

For more than a year, under the name of Ci^ 
tain Belt, he cruised a^out the Caribbean Sea, 
the Gulf of Mexico, and even once crossed the 
ocean, in a long chase of a Mexican silver ship, 
and boldly entering the Straits of Gibraltar, 
landed near the castle of Don Garda, with the 
daring intention of carrying crff Donna Gertrude, 
Upon finding she had, with her father, left Spain 
to reside on their estates in Cuba, he oacc more 
spread his sails for die western world, in the 
track of Columbus. 

On reaching Caba,*he learned that Don Gar- 
cia had been banished on the suspicion of hav* 
ing favored the invasion ; and having learned 
whither he had gone, he set sail for New Orleans ; 
but not until he had landed on the southwestern 
shores of the Gulf, in order to look after a de* 
posit of gold and silver, which he had placed in 
a deserted stone temple of the Aztecs, that stood 
romantically situated upon a promontory, and 
which few seldom visited, except fishermen from 
Alvarado, and these only when compelled by a 
storm to put in there ; for there were traditions, 
by no means of a pleasant character, connected 
with the BMkjestie and hoary ruin. It was froea 
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. this p1ao6 that the biigantine took her departure, 
and which she had' left five days before the eve- 
Biog we first discovered her approarhiDg, under 
ihortened sail, the Balize of the Miasissippt. 

We have already seen the result of Don Con- 
rado's visit to the city, aod leaving him, leaning 
oVer the taffrail of his vessel, forming plans of 
triumph and of delight in the pof^session of his 
lovely captive, we wUl let the brigantine go on 
her way down the river, and enter upon the open 
Gulf, across which, we^ leave her to steer her 
•ourse for the temple of the sun. 

The reader will have missed from the vessel 
one of the personages of our tale, and has, no 
doubt, been expecting him to make his appear- 
anefB in the preceding scenes. ^We allude to 
Guido. It will be recollected that, having en- 
tered into«an engagement to paint a miniature 
of Donna Gertrude, he went to his hotel, intend- 
ing, the tsnsaing day, to call on Captain Clifford. 
This call was made, and Clifford received him 
with that warmth of friendship which had sprung 
up mutually in their breasts, the day before. 

" I have written a note to the lady, senor," 
said Clifford, who was on this day so well as to 
be able to sit up, supported by pillows. " She 
has promised her consent, and you are to go to 
the house this day ; but it must be managed very 
privately, as she wishes, when the picture is 
ooiApleted, to surprise her father with it. You 
will, therefore, at twelve o'clock, follow a ser- 
vant, who will b^ here to guide you to Jier resi- 
dence. Are your pencils ready 1" 

" All ready, senor captain," answered Guido, 
who felt no little interest in carrying out an ad- 
venture that sectmid t8 promise so much rov 
mance. At twelve o'clock Gaspar arrived from 
Donna Gertrude, and Gtiido, taking leave of his 
fi.iend, was conducted by the f tithfol Cuban ser- 
vant to the Casa (?rande. He was ushered into 
the drawing room, and after waiting a few mo- 
ments, Gaspar showed him into her boudoir. 
Gertrude, on beholding so handsome a young 
man, started with some confnsion, and seemed 
as surprised &'i if she did not look for his com- 
ing. Clifford had merely said that " an artist of 
merit" was to call to take her picture; and her 
imagination conjured up a middle-aged, sedate 
person, bald headed, with Spectacles. She could 
hardly believe Gaspar, until he repeated twice 
that it was the painter. She then received him 
with charming xourtcsy, and although still em- 
barrassed to see so handsome a youth seat him- 
self before her and gaze into h^r face and into 



her eyes, she tried to submit to it with graTii^> 
for the sake of Clifford. 

An hour passed. Don Garcia had gone ont 
with de Beltran to dine, and they were not io- 
termpted. In that hour they became very 'weiU 
acquainted, and there is no kind of doubt h«t 
they would have fallen in love, if Crertmde'a 
heart had not been immovably pre-occupied Iff 
the indelible image, deeper limned than artist's 
pencil could paint, of Edward Clifford, and if 
his heart also had not months before been taken 
captive by a beautiful American girl, whom lie 
had met at Havana^ 

Guido, on returning to Clifford, was in rap- 
tures at the fvace ftnd beauty of his sitter ; ai^ 
ittdecjl spoke . so enthusiastically, that it all at 
once striu^ him that Clifford might be indiaed. 
to loQk-'Upon him in some sort as a rival. , He, 
therefore, on his next visit, before going to Caea 
Grande, to<# oc^Mia#to inform him of his ex- 
isting attach ment^P^ almbst unknown Amerir 
can girl, whom he had met seven months beforp 
in Cuba, and whose image had never been ab- ' 
sent from his thoughts, Clifford could not help 
congratulating him upon th^r happiness, aad 
said that he trusted it woi^d be c-mpleted bj 
his union, some day, with the lovely object of 
his attachment. 

" Ah, senor captain," sighed Guido, " I dare 
not hope. I am poor. She is an heiresjB, I have 
heard. She was the niece of a commodore, who 
was there with his frigate. iLflH^ '^^ ^^'^ opera 
I beheld, her. I sat in the nIB'box, She leC 
ftill by accident her fan into the box where I 
sat, I 'picked it up, and when I returned it, our 
eyes met ! During an interlude I noiict-.d she 
stole a glance^ towards me'. From some cause 
there was an uproar in the vestibule as she was 
leaving for the carriage, leaning on her uucle's 
arm.. ^She got separated from her protector, 
and before he could rescue her, several men had 
rushed between them. I drew her arm in mine, 
and escorted her to the street, with no little dif> 
ficulty. At tlie carriage I received her's and her 
father's thanks. They left Havana the next 
day, and I have not seen her since." 

" And her name V* 

" I only know that it is Maryl But I have 
her picture. I took it from memory. 1 wear' it 
next my heart !" As he ?poke, he took a locket 
from his bosom, and showed it to Clifford. 

Glancing at the face, he exclaimed : " It is my 
sister, Guido 1 It is my sister Mary. He was my 
uncle, the commodore. Let us be brothers 1-^ 



Digitt^ed by 



Google 



CHAPfER XXI. 



tHa BAmtiT BISTOST OV C^tlDO. 



T»IB pleasing discovery wUh which we hare 
terminated our last chapter, immediately bottad 
the two jOQng men to each other iff the most 
friendly bouds^ and if Gaido was overjoyed ta 
find in his new friend the brother of the lovely un- 
known, Clifford, on his part, was much gratified 
to discover in the handsome yonng artist^ to 
whom he had bec(A^e so much attachedi One 
who had met his pisW, and 'net her to love her. 
They t-nt and talked oVer the absent and be- 
loved (nte, and Bdward as-^nfed Galdo that so 
It^ as he biiew, she was hearf-ffee. ' "Bnt," he 
^ded) fixing his eyes upon the noble form of 
his friend With a look of reproachful inqtiiry/ 
" yon have not removed the veil of mystery which 
^ envelopes yon. Ton know all about me — that I 
i an officer of the XTnited States army, Wounded 
" iind in love. Of thyself I knOw nothing, save 
that thon art, as thon safest, an artist, and a 
stranger here.** 

'• l>o yon doubt wfcetlier I am an artlat, Senof 
CKflbrd '? * asked Gnido, with a srailei 

" Not exactly ; but I think you have not always 
been one I" 

" It is trtte. Listen ^ me I fee! that* I can 
confide my story to }on. It is not long | but it 
may interest yott;'and so that it secures your 
confidence in me for the fnture, I shall be re- 
warded in telling it.'* 
" I listen with pleasure, senor." 
"Xnow, then, that I am a CastUian by birth. 
Ify father was a noble aaan, and a member of 
th6 cortes of the realm. He married a 'sister of 
Count Conrado de Beltran, who was also a noble, 
and^ one time held h)gh rank in the navy of 
Bf»^ My father died In my hifan^; and I 
>iA< edttcafed by mj mother, yf\^ witlj. the trUe 



devotion of a Spanish mother, devotei! tti me ftil 
her time, and lavished bpon me all her aifection* 
She dwelt, for my sake, in my father's seduded 
castte, and drew thither for my improV.ement th« 
best masters in languages, music, painting, phi< 
losophy^ sciences, fencing, and arms, that could 
be obtained. Thus I greW up skilled in alt thd 
accomplishments becoming a gentleman of my 
rank| and the pride and glory of my mothe^i 
My chief taste was in painting and music^ and 
these I cultivated for my &mx pleasure, after my 
teachers had ceas.ed to give me^ssons. Thd 
first picture I painted Was the noble face of my 
beloved mother. I had hardly completed i{ 
before she became ill, and shortly died on my 
bosomi and in the presence of my uhcle ConradO* 
I will not portray to you the anguish of my 
emotions in losing this only trtie friend. Sh^ 
seemed to me a part of my staple things of the 
eafth, as if she would ever live and be with me ) 
indeed, I could not have been more surprised ot 
missed it more, if the sun had suddenly gone out* 
1 had never known life without my mother^^ 
aharing its eVery moment with me, and without 
her it seemed no longer life. 

'* But time, which heals all wOtinds, healed fhd 
aererity of Ihine. My uncle, with whose manly 
Ibrm and warlike profession my youthful imagi« 
nation was taken, invited me to accompany him 
on a voyage to see the world, in ofder to remov« 
from my mind the bitterness of my loss. He 
painted in such glowing tints the splendor of 
the eceatt at snfirise, its slltery Radiance by 
moonlight, its sublimity In a stortby its terrible- 
ncss at midnight, when lashed by the wild winds, 
the variety of th« ever^changirg climes and 
i vliOrea. ih«\ ifitptivatcv* Hie^ aUd i (Oh>(ftiled tO 
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embark with him on ft royage ; and inore espe- 
cially, as it was ascertained that the estate I 
inherited was ander embarrassments that it wonld 
require something more than its rental to re- 
move. As my uncle held ont to me, also, the 
prospect of gain as well as pleasure, I committed 
myself to his direction, and embarked with him. 
This was nearly two years ago. I hare said 
that he had been an ofBcer of rank in the navy. 
I supposed him to be so still, and knowing but 
little of naval matters, I did not discover any 
peculiarity in the vessel which I went on board 
of. It was small, but elegant, and its cabins 
' richly furnished. We set sail. He gave to my 
use his luxurious state-rooms, and did all in 
his power to contribute to my happiness, j^or 
a year we cruised' from sea to sea, and If^nd to 
' land. Daring this period we atyicked and cap- 
tured many vessels, and I fought by his side, 
aealous for the glory of my country. I believed 
then, that these vessels, thus taken, were the 
enemies of Spain, and that all these captures 
had been made legally by a Spanish naval ship, 
«nde» a Spanish naval officer V' 

"And did you discover to the contrary?" 
asked Clifford, with surprise. 

" Tes. And in thi? way. We had fallen in 
with a liarge vessel wjuc)^ was sailing under the 
Spanish flag. To tHI^e gave chase ; when I 
pointed out the national colors, my unde smiled, 
and said to me : 

"*Guido, it AS quite time you understood my 
position and yqur o<vn, too. I have studiously 
kept (rom you the facts ; but you will learn them, 
and perhaps not under such favorable circum- 
stances as you can hear them now. Know, then, 
that I am no longer in the Spanish navy, nor 
' have I been since you came on board this vessel. 
I am not even a Spaniard any longer. Some 
thing I cho«e to do of my own free will dis- 
pleased the queen, and I have been dismissed 
from the service, and outlawed. This vessel is 
a frep courser of the dark, blue sea. She owns 
no flag, respects no flag ! Vessels of all nations 
are alike to her, so that they^ contain wealth !' 
'" * In a word,' said I, 'you are a buccaneer.* 

"' Exactly, Guide,* he calmly answered. 
. " It would be impossible. Captain Clifford, to 
eonvey to you my feelings. I did not question 
the truth of his statement, Fifty things tJiat ^ad 
passed on board, now came rushing to my mind,, 
confirming all. I did not hesitate to m^ke 
known to him my sense of th« wrong he had 
done mci and demanded at once to be^ lefc on the 



nearest shore. Bot he laughed, and said that I 
was very fastidious, since I had been quite as 
active in the captures he had made, and was aa 
fully committed to a life of piracy as himself. I 
plead in excuse that I supposed that I was flght^ 
ing for my native land against its foes. ^ 

'* The result was, I felt that I must submit till 
a more favorable time, to my fate ; for he threat* 
ened that if I attempted to leave without his 
consent, he would inform the authorities of tbm 
land where I should debark, that I was a pirate* 
I now saw the wicked character of my uncle i& 
its true light, and finding that discretion dictated 
silence and forbearance till a more fitting time 
should offer to leave him, I feigned resignation 
to ay destiiy. At length we were chased and 
driven on shore on the coast of Cuba. Here I 
would have effected my escape, but he now re- 
vealed to me that he was the Captain Belt — *' 

** Captaii^iBelt T* exclaimed Clifford, starting 
up with surprise. 'Ms it possible he was that 
notorious pirate V* 

*' Yes, senor. . He told me that he saw that I 
would leave him if X could ; but that a price was 
set on his head, and that if I attempted to 
escape, he vrould give information that wo'^ld 
bring my head to the block, as bis accomplice. 
He then said that he was going to Havana to 
purchase another vessel, and that I might ao^ 
company him, provided I would take an oath to 
return with him, which, if I would do, he would 
reward by releasing me at New Orleans, whither 
he intended to go, from further corapanionsliip 
with him. This oath I took, glad even at this 
remote prospect of escape. It was lyhile I was 
in Havana that I saw jour sister at the opera. 

" At length we Were once more on the sea, 
and after visiting a favorite rendezvous on thoi 
coast of Mexico, we sailed for this city, whera 
we arrived two nights ago.'' 

" This is an extraordinary visit," said Clifford, 
" Did ^e come up to the city with his pirate 
ship V* 

" Not in sight ; but anchored a league below, 
whence be came to the town." 

" What object could have brought him here?*' 

"Lover 

"I^vel" 

*' Si, senor. But for one whom I do not know l" 

Here Giberto lnterni|Mted them by announcing 
the surgeon \ and in a few minutes, after waiting 
to learn that his friend was better. Guide took 
his leave, promising to i«aume hja history. of 
DonConrado on the ensuing day. '^The^next 
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morning be had a tecond imerrf'^w with Donna 
G^nrade,' and another hoar's sitting, varied by 
delightfiil oonTenatioD; daring which, they 
talked mostly of Edward Clifford. In the after- 
noon Gnido was once more at his friend's bed- 
side. He here resumed his narratlYe, broken off 
Ae day before. 

"I do not know the lady, thongh I think my 
ancle gave me a name ; bat In sadi a way, that 
I regarded it as fictitioas, and paid no heed to 
it ; for with all my outward complaisance, he 
evidently witheld from me his entire confidence. 
He told me, on arriving here, that if he did not 
succeed in wooing, he should steal the maldpn. 
I tried to dissuade him from such a conrsei but 
in vain ; and finally seemed to yield ; at the 
same time I reminded him of his promise to re^ 
lease me on reaching this city. This he promised 
to do if I would aid him in his object. This I 
gave him to believe I would do, on condition he 
persecuted me no further, and together we came 
to the city. But this was his second visit, for he 
had come with his man Tito the previous night, 
and had seen you serenading , a lady, wbo, he 
says, was the lady he came to woo. If this be 
so, the fair maiden whom you have sent me to 
paint her miniature, is the lady !" 

** I>Dnna Gertru^ 1 la it possiUe that he ean 
toe to lore her f O, no, he has deeeived you, 
Qttidol" 

'* Ko. He jaid that he had folio wed, attacked, 
tad hh servant had wounded the serenader V* 

'* Then it was he who assailed me ! Yes, yes I 
It ia all cMT n«w ! I w«8 the eerenader. He, 
then, ma the assassin. And has he dared to fix 
his tlioas^ on thte noMe creature? O, diat I 
bad a strong arm to eross blades with him onoe 
ni«re, foirly, <m this issue !" 

*■ IbaTe believed, nay, dmost sttrely known 
from the first, that yon were the rival he had at- 
tasked; and guessed that Donna Gertrhdewas 
the Senova de Armas (ibat was the nan»e}<of 
nbom he npoke to me." 

" Where is this boceaneer chief now ?" 

" I will not betray him. He is my mother's 
brothir ;' he has. kept his word with me, for I am 
free, end I would rather another hand than mine 
should point him out I" 

" Nay, if I can find him when I recover, it i^ 
all I ask." 

" I will see that you meet, senor, if he- be then 
hi the city r 

" Donna Gertnide most be put on her guard. 
Be said he would avan «anf 4mf aff. Hv is 



capable of this wickedness. Guido, thou must 
see her and warn her 1 I am bed-ridden-^totally 
helpless I Thou must watch over her!" 

" I will do so, senor I I will watch my uncle, 
also, and I do not think he will take any steps 
without my knowledge; for he expects me to 
aid him ; and even to escort him as far as hia 
hrig/' 

" Quido, I feel uneasy. This man ought to 
be surrendered to tiie police. Ar^ yon doing 
right in concealing him ?" 

" Yes. He has full knowledge that I could 
betray him ; yet, trusting to my honor, he has 
placed himself in ray power in the city. Be- • 
sides, his arrest would lead to my own t I could 
not hope to escape." 

"True. *:He would compromise you at once. 
Will you watch the house, and watch him V* 

"I will, senor." 

" And will you warn her V* 

*• This very hottri if you .say so !" 

" Tell her not to trust herself to come here 
again without her fatSer and Caspar 1 Nay, tell 
her to keep at home ; that there is danger abroad k 
Think you she has seen him ?" 

*' I am not aure about this. I tiiink my uack 
has seen the father." 

"Don Garcia ?" 

*' That is the name* He knew bks in Spain. 
It was in Spain that he first met LMenora." 

Clifibrd appeared much distressed ; and im- 
agined a thousand evils as happening to Ger* 
trade. When the physician came in, he prO' 
nooneed an increase of fever, and forbade fnr&er 
conversation. Guido, promising to protect her, 
took his leave. He at once prooeeded to the 
Casa Grande; but Gertnide had gone out with 
her father to see a Castilian lady who conlea* 
plated going soon to . Spain; and he conld not 
give her the warning. Bat he kept much with 
his uncle, and tried to occupy all his time in the 
day and late at night ; and endeavored to learn 
f^om him all that he had accomplished and yet 
proposed. But Conrado, who saw in his qnea- 
tioQS an eagerness and closeness, as if they con«- 
cealed a design, began to suspect him, and misled 
him by pretending that he ^should succeed in 
wooing the lady, and that if he dldn'ti he shonld 
leave her for some more favored suitor, adding, 
that he had abandoned all idea of earrying her 
off. Guido was completely deceived by tiiis du- 
plicity ; and the next day, when he took the sit- 
ting, he thought it needless to alarm her by a 
iraffnhvagaiBit4Uag«r ((hat m langar axistad'; 
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0* lh« next liight following the day bn which 
the converBation recorded ih the precedihg chap- 
ter took place, the hapless DOhha Gertrude was 
taken off in^he fiacre, \ns We have seen ) and, 
When it was"! too late, Quido had to discover 
how painfolly he had been dnped by bis subtle 
t^Sativo. About an hotlr after ottr' ht-roine had 
fallen into the tmp which b«d been set for her^ and 
htd been conveyed tinrescned On board the boat 
that was taking her and 1?*ather Clement to the 
bvlgantine, l3on Qarcta Bat alone in his library, 
Usteiiing to catch the sounds of thfe carriage, re"" 
tttrning ^^Ith hie daughter. Bttt As the hour 
gfrew late, without seeing her, he b^an to feel 
Uneasy) recollecting the danger tO Which she 
had once before been exposed in the atreets 
tf the city. 

•« Oaspar," he culled to his lerVant. 

« Senor.*' 

' " Is it not a little straUge they 8ht>nld remafu 
ftoloagl" 

" It is two hours aud a half, aenoh The ride 
ts but a few rotnates.'^* 

"I beMiu to feel aUHiioUBv YoU had best go 
Uiid see why they stay, aUd say to dfertmde that 
t)he must retahi { that eht U«ed not remain with 
the dying man all night biecause th« rOnfessor 

"^h, wnofi^' F»i«wr*iM*i q«PTM«^.-^«)4 imm*<^i 
llt«Iy Ml the houa^ oto bU erniQd% 



Upon reaching the street in whidi GlWtO 
lived) he Was sdrpris^d, on approaching the shop» 
to see no carriage standing before it ; and his 
first impression was that thOy had gone homt 
by another stt«et. Upon Teaching the door, he 
found it fast, and all still within) a faint light 
only gleaming fmtn an opening in the curtains 
of the window over the entrance. 

" He must be dead, all is so quiet,'^ sutd Gas^ 
par) within himselft *' But where can La Senora 
he, and Father Clement * I hear no voicet ob 
the insidei I will e'en knock." 

" Hilloh) bala ! Who goes there V challenged 
the soMlerly voice of the old anilteryman, fioth. 
Within. 

" It is I) GuBpaT) mi amigol How G|res JlM 
captain aowl Is it ail over with Mtf ? £aA 
When did Donna Gertrude and the priraJfimrnf* 

^^ile Oaspar wft^ making these ^mjuiriea 
through the keyholC) the sergeunt ^rfito unbalS 
ring and taking off thte thains firom tlM^doof. 

•' WhAt is it, fHend Qaspar ♦*♦ he aiked, as ha 
Opened to him^ ''What is this thou sayesi 
about Donna Gertlfttde and some priest V* 

" I say, when did they leave 1" 

*'WhotettVe1" 

** My young mistness^ Is she up stalls f^' 

" tia Senora has not been here/' 

*« Nor Father QlmxMP* 
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^DiC^itemCliAyrddMdV' ] 

-*^Ho, amigo Gaapsr. Whftt tSMk tfwet^ 
'•*!• he dying 1" 

"By the xrimiB, no! Re wis up and took Ibo- 
tbe with me and' Senor Chiido to-night ; and now 
Bleeps sonndl J. He will be a well nun in three 
daya/* 

** This is rerf strange f* 
^ ''What is yery strange %'* caUed ont Clifford, 
lh>m the room above ; fbr he had been awakened 
by tfie noise made to admit Gaspar. ** What is 
,thy errand here 1*^ 

Gaspar now advanced to the fbot of &e stairs, 
and said in no litde excitement t 

*' Why, yon see^ senor capitan, they started 
and c^une here^ as yon sent Ibr her^ or rather as 
Oiberto wrote for her tp come—" 

"I wrote to herl I have not wriHeli fo any- 
My, not I." 

. ** I did not send for any one/* answered dif- 
lord. "* Ten thy tale plainly. What Jiatti hap- 
pened?^ 

** Then, if yon neither sent, n6r GFiberto wrote, 
ndsehief hath .happened. About three honrs 
agone a lad came in a fiacre, bearing a note; 
irliich, he said, Glberto had sent him wilh— " 

"I sent no boy, n6r note either." 

'* This boy said the note was given Iiim by 
^^ yon, Glberto, and it bore yonr name ; and it sta- 
ged, for I heard them, read it, that Captain Clif- 
ford was dying, and that he ^hed to see Donna 
Gertmde, and therefore tEe fiacre was sent for 
her, and that she moat not be delayed a minate." 

'' This is all false 1" cried Giberto. 

" Do not intermpt him," said Clifford, who 
Itad risen an4 thrown his dressing-gown around 
him a^d come down the' stains, his bosom agita- 
ted veith he knew not what pressing weight of 
eoming lU news. "Speak quickly. What more 
hast thou to say, Gasparl** 

^BonnaGertrnde at once went into the fiacre, 
accompanied by Father Clement, who being at 
tiie house at that hour, said he would not fail 
being at your dying hed, also, he** being a con- 
fossor. 1^ the fiacre .drove oil^; and (he fother 
l^romised at the gate he would return in an hour 
with Donna Gertrude." 

** And ?—'* gasped .COfford. 

*' And they had not returned when I left home ; 
it is not a quarter of an hour since, though they 
had been gone nearly three hours ; so Don Gar- 
da sent me hithet to see why they delayed ; and 
here I find you all abfed, Captain Clifford getting 
wen, instead of dying, and no lady nor priest 1" 

a 



'This is vaaeeonntBhls," said CliflM, pal* 
as tfie maihie. " Who Is i3bi» FlMher Clenenil 
Is it possible Oal he has contrived diisf liihe 
an evil man f* 

"No, in vouch for him,** answered^ Oibeyto. 
^' He li a true holy man.** 
> '' Kone more pious hi Ae woild,"^8aid titespar. 
" Hie is fifty years old. He went only to protect 
her and oonfen you, whom he supposed to be 
dying." 

" Giberto," siOd Clifibid, whose imagmatioii 
was at onoe painftiUy aHve with images of vio- 
lence and wrong, of which Gertrude was tiift 
helpless vfbtSm. He tried, however, to cahn 
himself. " (Mberto, can you unravel this !" 

**'l can only guess, senor." 

'* And wliat is yonr guess ?" 

'' That the whole is a plot which has been sno- 
cessftil, to cerry her o!ff by some rival of yours; 
perhaps ty the vefy man who attempted youir 
Hfo, md >4o is 40 doubt a rival" 

Instantly the oonversatiok which he had had 
wit^ Guido fiashed up<>n his mind, and he saw 
the tnitb at » glance. 

"Toft Are nght It must be sol" he ex- 
claimed, in a voice pitched to the profoundest 
key of anguish. But hd nas too much' of a 
man, even in'his illness, to yield to despair, or 
abandon liimself to grief. 

** Giberto, do yoii know where Guido nvtest"* 

"At I'hotel St. touU, senor:" 

'^ Hasten to him and Bid him to come and see 
me without delay. You can state to him what 
has happened, which win hurry him. And you, 
Gaspar," he added, as Giberto took up his cap 
and' sword, and started at onoe on his midnight 
message, "you, Gaspar, probably know where 
Father Clement lodges ?" 

" Si, senor. In the chapel chambers, not a 
square from our house." 

" Go quickly, then, and see ff he has returned, 
and also caU on your way by, and ascertain ff 
they have not got back to Casa Gfrande. Bring 
me word directly of what you learn." 

Gaspar at once departed, leavings the lover 
alone, and a prey to the keenest grief. 

" There is no hope," he exclaimed, after trying 
to find some excuse to account for aU this mys- 
tery. " It is a plan ! The note, pretending to 
have been written by Giberto, the falsehood re- 
specting my condition, these aU betray desigff, ■* 
alas^ but too successfuQy accomplished. There 
is na doubt but the fiacre was engaged by Gui- 
de's unde, and that she Is now in his poweF«> 
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Aow, p«4i«)piy mtiij leagoMjfvom the citj; bst, 
lotl, LO0T to me foreTer!" 

He buried his free in his htnds, ftnd tlnking 
upon ft bench In die ehop» he yielded himself np 
to the bitterest emodoas thftt the soul, of * lorer 
eta feel. 

How lon|^ he ren^ftined in this condition he, 
knew not, bmt wm roused from it %j the retom 
of Giberto. 

"Whfttnewsr 

<* Goido IS not in, senor." . 

"Not in r . 

" The night porter sfjs he has not been in 
since noon." 

" He was here and left at dark. This is very 
strange." 

" Perhaps he is the man/' said Giberto, 

" He— Guido, no t I would hardlj beliere 
it did he tell me so. He is the sonl of honor." 

"Bat he IB missing — she is missing 1 He has 
been painting her pictare, and seen her ereiy 
day; perhaps they haye nm away with eadi 
other!" 

" Sil^^, man ! Ton wrong both I Thou art 
bnt a poor comforter. Ha, here is Gaspar I what 
hast then to say ? I n^ed not ask. I see eyil 
tidings in thy face." 

" Father Clement is not at the chapel dormi- 
tory ; nor has .th9 carriage retomed to the hopise.' 
Here comes Don Garcia whom I have .outrun.'* 

" Not been here 1 Not heen here ?" he ex- 
claimed, out of breath. 

" No,senor, ^or were they sent for," answered 
Gifford. " Tour daugjhter has doubtless been 
stolen away by some fiend I Can you trust 
Father Clement?" 

" Tes ; he is a pure man. He is with her, and 
this is a comfort He will protect her." 

'' Tes, if he is with her it will be a comfort; 
but they may haye slain him. What can be 
donel" 

*' I know not I Let the alarm be given to. the 
gend'snnes. 1 will offer a reward of one thou- 
sand dollars for the fiacre that came to my house, 
or for any intelligence of my child. Gaspar, 
call the guard!" 

In a few minutes there were five policemen at 
the door, to whom Don Garcia made known 
what had occurred^ and 4oabled his reward for 
any intelligence of the fiacre or the party it 
contained. . The intelligence -flew like wildfire 
through the dty, and in twenty minutes not a 
gendarme i^ the city was ignofant ^at two 
thoosand dollars would be paid to him who 



should ncogniie the iacn that ,had taken mmrny 
Father Clement and the daughter of Don Qaacift 
firom his house. There is nothing like a rewwrd 
to gire rigilaace to the steps and acnteness pm 
the apprehensions of policemen. In about 0110 
hour a gendarme came to the bouse of Don 
Garcia, to iriiere, firom Giberto's, CUfford, under 
his excitement, had walked with Don Qaieist» 
and where Giberto also was. The gendarme 
reported that he had seen a fiacre drive rapidly 
down one e^ the streets of the square, and stop 
at the river ; that he heard a scuffle there, and 
was going to see what it was, when all was qnieC 
again, and .the fiacre drove off up the levee. He 
said that he had no doubt ihat the parties gfnt 
into a boat, for he saw no one on the bank after 
the fiacre drore off; and<thi^,it drove off empty 
he knew by the light rattle o^ it 

" There can be no doubt 4>t it," said CliffRrd. 
" They have taken her down the river." 

Don Garcia walked the room a few moments 
in deep thought 

" Captain Clifford, X begin to beliere with yoe 
that she has been taken off by Don Conrado de 
Beltran. What you told me as we came along, 
that you had heard about him, confirms me. t 
am satisfied I have been deceived in him. He 
has carried off my daughter. Is there not a 
vessel of war in- port ?" 

«Tes." 

"Do you know her commander?" 

" Well. I will at once write a note to him to 
give chase down the river." 

" It is the only chance we have of rescuing 
her. Win her, bring her back to my arms once 
more, Captiun Clifford, and she shall go from 
my embrace to yours. Tou shall have her !" . 

" These are words enough to make a well mam 
of me, and give me wings to fiy to her rescue,'' 
exclaimed Clifford, who really seemed to be m 
new man, so suddenly had the words endued 
him with eneigy. The note was written, and he 
was about to^end it by the gendarme to the cap- 
tain of the sloop-of-war, when two policemee 
entered, leading Pierre, the driver of the fiacre^ 
between them. 

" Here, senor," said one of them* ** is the man 
who drove the carriage. I know him. well. Ha 
keeps his stable near my beat ; and about twentj 
minutes M> ten o'clock, this night, I saw him 
drive fast by me to his stable; and as I wall^ed 
past as he was unhitching, I heard him say to 
his comrade who stays there, ' I.havtf made one » 
hundred dollars by a runaway job to-night.' So 
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vital I heard of the db sppeanmoe of Don Gar- 
cia'a daughter, I was sore of the fiacre which 
had taken her away." 

" Do 70a oonfeas this ?" demanded Don Garcia 
of Pferre* 

" Tee, yoar honor. It U not mj fooH. I am 
a poor diable of a fiacre man. I mnit go where 
tiie gentlemen bid me ; to fhej pay, I most trot I 
I was on mj stand abont daric, when a tall gen- 
tleman comes np, and after looking at me hard, 
asks me if I conld keep a secret, ^j^told him I 
eonld if there was a flTe^^llar gold piece pnt on 
it to keep it down. He then said, ' yon are my 
maa,' and placed hi my hands fifty dollars hi this 
purse, and said, ' wait yon here till yon see me 
again, and yon shall have fifty more.' So by- 
and-by he came again, and I was bid to take np 
a boy and drive here. Here I took in a priest 
and a lady, and drove to the foot of — — * street, 
where the gentleman, who had followed behind, 
came np, gave me another parse, and with two 
or three men hankd oat the priest and tied him, 
and then threw him into a boat, ftill of men, while 
tiie gentleman jamped in to take the lady oat ; 
bat she sprang throagb the other doOr, and stMlid 
to ran, Imt he caaght her and carried her to the 
htaiivaliteghishandonherBHisA;. Theiboat 
mm^p^m^iiff as-&st as ihey cMd r#r; and I 
Whipped n^aiMl left tbe lAaee as fimt as I eonia 



go, for I did not care to be cangfat in sndi eztna 
bosiness, knowing where there was so mnch se- 
crecy and so mnch money, there wasn't much 
good to come of it." 

"It is now all plain," said Clifford, with a 
deep groan. "She is lost! Bat we will pnrsne 
and avenge." 

The policemen being ordered to call the next 
morning and obtain their rewards, one of them, 
who left with the rest, hastened to convey Clif- 
ford's note to the captain of the skiop-of-war; 
he was also ordered to come for him in a car- 
riage, to convey him and Giberto, who refosed 
to qait him, on board. By thu time it was break 
of day; and Clifford, exhaasted by exdtemen^ 
was prevailed apon by Giberto and Don Garda 
to repose apon a loange, where he soon foU 
into a heavy sleep. 

The captain of the sloop, in the meanwhile, 
retnmed answer that he wonld dieerfally comply 
with his request, bat as. the sails of the stoop 
were ni^ient, it woald be night before^he oonid 
get under weigh. Clifford was not distnrfoed by 
Giberto to communicate the contents of the note 
to him. Don Garcia, in the meanwhile, devoted 
time to preparations to accompany Cliiford la 
the doop-of-war, wheii shei shonld be rea^y . 

At Isiigth, dKnit ^ven o'clock, Gcddo iqieK- 
peeMly mda hii appeaitnoe at Casa Gcande^ 
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XjMiris Kra&ingi ofii I w i uia g the'TOftoe of Giiidto, 
>€Mbj<d gave nttemnoe io im iBxdttMifioA of 
MfeFpHseasd joy; tii4'«rhlto WwAisdy pCMMd 
his hand| the blush of ingennous shame deep- 
ened the color of his cheek ; for he had fidlen 
.to sleep, impressed with the suspicion tiiat Gnido 
had deceived him, and been a party in the ah* 
dnction of Gertrude. His absence seemed to 
confirm this conjecture, whidi Giberto took good 
care to strengthen ; for in the mind of the artil- 
leryman, Gaido was at the bottom of the affair. 

'* I havd heardi my dear IKend, of all that has 
h^pened, and hastened to give yon all the con- 
solation in my power/* said Guido, in accents 
of sympathy. 

" 1 regret that I did not know it earlier, bat I 
hare been called away by a strange adyentnre. 
What in your opinion has become of the lady 
Gerterudel" 

Here Clifford related briefly all that had trans- 
pired, and how the fiacre had been traced to the' 
river, where a boat received the party. 

" Then ^ere is no doubt at all that Don Con- 
lado has taken her," he answered, his eyes flash- 
ing with indignation. "The traitor, thus to 
deceive me, and to falsify his word ; when, if I 
had not believed him, I might yesterday have 
given Donna Gertrude warning. But it is not 
too late to puisne f' - 



<<!Tettlate;^-4oo Ial6, 1 f6fer altogettelif Jtobi^'^ 
atBiwn^' CMbrd, sadly. Hsfe he. nnoWiwIspl 
his w&t^ Mi laqniitod if any stoswer had bessi 
returned. Upon learning that the sloop could 
not sail for some hours, he Uirew himself npon 
his conch, and abandoned himself to his grief 
and to his weakness of frame. " No, no, she 
is lost, lost to me forever !" he would spurmnr 
from time to time. Gnido knelt by him and 
tried to soothe him, and said to him that thej 
need not wait for the sloop-of-war, but that they 
could commence the pursuit at once. 

"At oncel'' repeated tTlifibrd, looking up, 
and gating incredulously in his fooe. 

"Tes. Will yon trust me and be guided hj 
mtV* 

"I will. I sent for yon last night, to confide 
to you my gri^." 

"Then hear what I have to say, my brotfMr 
and friend," answered Guido, " and yon will see 
there is a bright my in all this darkness." 

" I will listen to any words of hope." 

" I can best tell yon what I would relate, l»y 
giving you an account of what ha]gpened afWr I 
had lefk you last nig^t. Listen, 'HIm^ Giberto» 
and Don Garcia. I beg yon will give heed, that 
you may all undentand what I am to propose." 

" Who Is this genUemanf" asked Don Garci* 
of Cliffoid; for he had never before seen hiau 
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<« It if aqr true friend, 9k^%\ Senor Gnido." 

" It i« enoagh/' answered Don Gefcift. ** We 
need all oar' friends now.** 

" Afte^ qaitiing yon, yesterday. It waa not yet 
twiU^ht, and the eveniiig; soft, and the light of 
the skies bright and dieerfal, I sanntered to* 
wards the cemetery, and entering it, was en- 
gliged at looking at' the inscriptions, when a mm 
passed me, who stopped, and regarded me so 
elose^, that I &uA my eyes also npon liim. 
We matnally reeogniced each oth^ he woald 
haTe embraced my f6et, bat Idrewnim to my 
hieart. It was i^j fbster-brothex^— the son of the 
peasant woman whom my mother placed me 
widi In my idlancy. When the boy, who was 
as attached to me as if he had been my i^ve, 
grew to be nineteen, he gotiinrolyed in a broil 
with the nephew of the crown officer of the reve- 
nue, and wonnded him, bnt not mortally. , Ner- 
^rtheless he had to Ay, abd took to the sea. 
From that time, foor years ago, I have not seen 
1dm nxitil I, met him in the singnlar manner I 
hare related. Aftertfie first congratalations of 
onr nieetihg were /)ter, t aslped him to teliite 
how it was that I had been so ifbitanate as to 
enconntorhim so far from home. He then in- 
formed me that he had bepome a f ftttpi', and after 
fitioas adventures had. fdand himself at Matan-' 
sas, the third officer of a small, fa8^8aifing 
schiooner, that ran between Cfidi^ and the We^ 
]^dies. ^e. schooner was armed, for she some- 
&nes carried contraband ^ight. She was 
banned bjr a yonng and daring American by 
the name of Frederick Benson, who ^as idolized 
by his men, and who was'tlie's<>nl of coarage 
and nantical generosity, albeit he woold at times 
eheat ^e kiog's rcTCnae. One day, abont three 
months ago, said my foster lm>ther, there arrived 
at Mat^nzas a ship, which had sprang aleak ; 
^d being nnfit for further service she was con- 
demned. On board of her came passenger an 
Italian count by the name of Contdii—" 

*' I knew him,l^d t)on Qarcia, emphatically. 
/'He died last nii^t.". 
• "This count,** conthraed Qaido, after bowing 
politely to Bon Garcia, ^ was aecompanled, said 
my foster-brother, by a female of extraordinary 
beanty, in w:hom he recognized the daughter of 
an impoverished Spanish hidalgo.of our province, 
whom Iwell knew; and, I also remember the 
beftnty of the dafigfater, Whose onl^ dowiy wKS 
i&er loveliness. This count entered fnito an 
agreement with tihis Cfiptain 6f this Amieiricatt 
schooner to (garter he^ for. some weeks, or ^r^ 



haps months, and paying Utfgely, the captain 
eondnded the engagement. They came -on 
board, and tiie vessel at once set saff fbr Tera 
Cms. My foster brother did not at firit makr" 
himsdf known to the lady, whom he iraa- not^ 
long in discovering was the nnwedded wift oP 
the count, who was neglectfiif ^^her, und some- 
times treated her with snch rudeness ihat fte 
American officer interposed in her bcAatf ; yet, 
with all this, she seemed to be attached to th#^ 
count widi A\ her being. On reaching Vera 
Craz,l!he cottntwenton shore; but after ai few- 
hours returned in iH liumor, and gave orders for-, 
the vessel to sail for New Orleans. At length 
it transpired on board Ifaatlte was in search of 
a lady, whom he had followed Gotn Spaiin, an# 
whom he believed was In Mexico; but nO^^ 
ascertained was in New Oriieans. The toy«ge* 
was prolonged by )iead winds, and it was dwetf 
weeks i^r leaving the coast of Mexico beiM# 
they rea<died the Balize. The county all this 
while, was indijS^rent to the ladf, and her mi9-' 
fbrtunes and beauty kindled a passion In the 
breast of the youthful officer, which; When ihe' 
count dtsodlreredit, he was inclined to encourage.' 
But the lady, while she seemed gratef^il* fbr hit 
sympathy, pfainlf showed him that she had no 
heart or bought ft>r any one but hhn w%6 EfMmed- 
to be her only enemy. At length tfai6 vessid 
reached the entrance to the Lake Pontchartraln, 
and drew ^ear to the city by the rear, and aai-" 
chored within two leagues of the town. By 
means of the bayou, or canal, the count 6ame to 
the dty and took up his abode in hired apart* 
ments, for he had discov^d that the 'lady of 
whom he was in quest was Itere. TheBpanislI: 
female also came with him, refusing lobe ciist' 
from him ; and eitheir ftt>m indifference, or a 
sense of justice, he permitted her io remain widi 
him, though he made her hold the position rather 
of a slave ^B2i of a companion; yet her love 
was strong enougli to bear aU this^; so that ihe 
could be near liim.** 

** The wretch !" exclaimed Bon Garcia; 

** In the meanwhile tiie viftssel remained iniiho 
lake, awaiting his orders and movements. But, 
continued my foster-brotlier, his suit with the 
lady did. not prove sO Successful as he cbiild 
widh/and after consuming' some weeks in vain 
efforts to overcome her repugnance to him, h^ 
resolved to carry her off bodily. For this pur- 
pose he obtained a house on the veige of the 
canal, which eould be approached by boats fh)m 
the sdioonerl Be tlieh fixed isi night for tiie at- 
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loapt, intendiog to conTej her to Uiis dwelUng, 
•ad fmbwrk with her in a boat Uk readiness, 
ivliich in two hours would reach the jcfaooner. 
. BiU the attack^ though made, was defeated, one 
oC. his men was killed, and himself wounded. 

<<Ye%7esl I know well whQ the lad/ was,' 
said Don Garcia. 

" Can it be possible that the If^y was Bonna 
Gertmde!" ezdaimed Clifford. 

'.' 7^j" answered Gnldo. " You now know 
the cause of the attack, and the name of the 
pwson. He was wounded^ and with, difficaltj 
was enabled to reach the house where he had 
ev^pected. to take the captured maiden. There 
l|e grew hourly worse, and, addc4 my foster 
Ifother to me, ' he will die before midnight. I 
an here to select a place for the bnria|, which, 
iA this ho$ climate, jRrill have to take place soon 
after snnnse, if he dies to-night.' 

"The place haying been selected, I accom* 
paqi^ my foster-brother out ,<^ the cemetery,. 
and at my request he led me to the house of the 
dying eount. But as wp were both, nxuuiquainted 
wi^ the ci^4 the streets of which In that .quarter 
ip mn^ resemble each other« we lost our way^ 
and we went two miles wrong, and had to re- 
trace our steps, and then take a different street 
for half a mile, before we reached the canal. By 
this time it had become not only quite dark, 
but late, it being full nine o'clock by the time 
Wf gained the habitation which the count had 
hired. Upon enteriog we found that the tragedy 
of bis days ha^ closed forever. He was stretched 
upon his bed dead. Two sisters of charity were 
vatchiag liie ^corpse. In the room was the 
oonntess — " 

** Who 1" asked both Don Garda and CUfford, 
in the same breath, 

'' The eountess. I mean the devoted young 
SpKiiish girl, who liad followed him so faithfully, 
through all. He had 'sent for a priest, who con- 
fessed and married her befons his breath left the 
body ; thuPi though latei rewarding her lovc^ and 
repairing^ so far as he could dq| it, her wro^g^" 

** Then he had some courtesy in him ait the 
latt,*' murmured the old artillerymi^, who had 
listenedto this narrative with; deep interest. ' 

"The oonntess, on being informed by my 
foster brother who I was, received me with un- 
feigned delight, recognizing me both by name 
and person. She w;as still yery handsome,, and 
I should have known her at a glfuoLoe, though 
porrow had saddened the. splendor of her beauty. 
The fact that I had known her in her youth, and 



thai we were from the same province, at once 
removed all restraint, and placed us upon the foot- 
ing of old friends at once. It was a relief to her 
to talk ^ me of the past ; and I indulged her by ^ 
listening. She gave me, gradually led to it by 
remarks of my own, the history of her romantic 
life. She sincerely mourned the death of the 
man who lay dead before her, and at times would 
give way to excessive grief. I took a deep in« 
terest in be^ituation ; and sa she was so lonely 
and desolai^ I offered to attend to the burial, 
and escort her afterwards to the vessel, which 
awaited still her commands.. She told me she' 
should return to Havana in the schooner, and 
thence take passage for Spain, and in, a convent 
there pass the remainder of her days. It was' 
long after midnight before it occurred to me 
that I was an intruder, and that she might wish . 
to seek repose. B^t this was libsolutely reftoed, 
and at length,. by her urgent request, I threw 
myself upon the cushions in the boat,, which my 
foster-brother had the ehai^e of, and which lay 
beneath the projecting gallery of the house. 
Here I slept until day. I then accompanied the 
widow to the cemetery, and pointed put the 
sepulchre; and went with her to purchase a 
marble for the head. Upon it she^had chiselled 
only the two initials. of his name on either side 
of a simple cross j and beneath, the words " wb 
MSBT aboyb!" We remained in the marble 
shop until this was done, and saw it despatched 
to the cemetery. We then returned to the house, 
where a hearse and a carriage were in waiting. 
I accompanied her to the burial, and after it 
was over, saw her back to the house, promising^ 
to return at noon to escort her to the vessel ; 
for I had not only a desire to see her safely oa 
board, but to see the vessel^and the crew with 
whom^ she was to entrust herself. Now," added. 
Guido, " you eee where I have been, and why I 
was absent ; and yon see more, that there is at 
once offered to us a ,ves^l in which we can set 
sail without delay in chase of Don Conra4ak 
The schooner, too, being* already on the hu^e,* 
will be able to gain the. open Gulf sooner than 
any craft can reach it by the course of thf wind'l 
ing of the river l" . 

" But will this countess consent, Guido 1" de- 
manded Clifford, wh^se eyep lighted iip pn hear; 
ing this plan proposed. 

"Without question. She has confidence 14 
me, and feels grateful to me. She will not hes- 
itate to place her vessel under ipy control for 
this purpose, when I shall make ho: acquainted 
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widi niwl bM bappencd. AtntAj ahe kaowt 
TOUT attachment for Donna Qertnide, for I relat- 
ed to her that and mine, as we talked together 
during the long watches of the night* Her 
sympathies, tender by recent grief, and liyely 
with present gratitade, will be at once awak- 
ened." 

" Then let vs hasten to embaris," said Clifibrd. 
There was no delay in setting forth at once. 
Don Qarda, however, said he wonld remain ifcnd 
go in the sloop-of-war; for it was «ot certain 
that the sdiooner conld be obtained, or that she 
was large and heavily armed enongh to cope 
with the buccaneer, should it foil in with her. 
But Guido assured him that the vessel was 
armed, and though small, victory did not always 
depend upon siie and number of guns. It was 
at length decided that Don Garcia should go in 
die sloop of-war, which was busily getting ready, 
and that they should go to the lake and take the 



sdiooner. In half an hour after this dedsion, 
Guido and CSiffbrd were set down at the door of 
the house on the canal. The latter was already 
strong #ith the supernatural efforts he was 
called upon to make. Indeed, he forgot himself, 
in his anxiety for Gertrude. 

The countess, on being told by Guido the cur- 
cumstances which had transpired, expressed to 
Clifford, in a modest and frank manner, tiiat 
greatly pleased him, her readiness to give up the 
schooner to his use. The vessel, she said, had 
been diartered for six months and paid for, for 
that period, by the Count Qontelli,. and was, 
therefore, still for two months to come, under 
her control, as his wifo. Clifford thanked her 
with tearful gratitude, and the whole party in a 
qiyrter of an hour more were embarked in the 
bbat, commanded by Guido's foster-brother, who 
looked the very personification of happiness 
eveiy time he cast his eyes upon the former. 
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Clbax and briglit was the day, and the water 
sparkled in the son-beams, as tiie boat cleft its 
way down the canal between low green banks, 
and through a flat and diked region. Kow they 
passed between almost impenetrable forest- 
shoresi, now across meadows, and now traversed 
a section of salt marsh. At length, the spires 
and towers of the dty receded and snnk below 
the horizon, and the broad expanse of the lake 
opened npon their Tiew. They at length reached 
the embonchnre of the canal, an^ were fairly 
npon the briny waters of the lake, on the bosom 
of wiux^, half a mile ftt»n the beach, was visible 
the schooner belonging to the American cap- 
tain. It was a beantifhl spectacle, reposing alone 
upon the wide bosom of the water, the only ob- 
ject visible. Her shape, the graceful height of 
the spars, tiie symmetry of her whole ontUne, 
stnu^ the artisdcal eye of Gnido with pleasure. 
As the boat drew nearer, he beheld with still 
more satisfacdon the musdes of four large guns, 
and as be knew there must be four more on the 
starboard side, corresponding to them, be felt a 
consciousness of being able to combat on equal 
terms with the brigantine, should they fall in 
with her. They soon were alongside of the 
schooner, and Clifford had no sooner seen the 
ftoe of Frederick Benson, than he recognized 
him as one whom he had known before ; but the I 



American was too much interested in receiviiig 
the countess, whose deep passion for whom the 
reader is already acquainted with. 

When all were on board, and he had leisure 
to look at Guido and Clifford, both of whom 
were presented to him by the countess as her 
friends, he started With surprise at seeing tfw 
latter. 

"Clifford! Is it possible that this is Lieu- 
tenant Clifford ?" he asked. 

" The same, my dear Fred.'' 

" I would scarcely have known you, yon are 
so pale I Welcome on board.'' JM 

"And how do I find you in command ^%ni 
schooner?!' asked Clifford. 

" It is better than being on land," he answered. 

Here the countess laid her hand upon his aim 
and drew him aside^ and told bim in as few 
words as she could use, the object of the comin|^ 
of the two gentlemen on board/ and her wish 
that the schooner should at once make saUin 
chase, in order to try and cut off the brigantine 
which Guido had explained was the vessel in 
which Donna Gertrude had been carried off". 
When young Captain Benson thus ascertained 
that ndther of the gentlemen were his rivals, 
Ms brow, which had donded a little on seeing 
her come on board with them, cleared up, and 
he promised he would do anything to oblige 
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Irer. ^fhSk be was tafldiiglbtts mptt wltt lier, 
CfiffM expUuntfd to iMA6 lusm iluit Bemen 
Bad onoe bete a reefer on board it1!itit6d49telee 
iHgate^ ftnd a ftrorite of ids nnde, wlio eom- 
litanded her; but that be bad been diai i tlii e d' 
firomibe Hav^ibv fiebtiog^a dn^; ainoewbieb 
|!iiie he bad nerer bea^ of bim. Be extneaaed, 
IkmtT^, bift aatiaiketton hi hating^ metbiin vn- 
der the preaent drcmnatancea^ !^7P$ ^^^ ^ 
bad flie highest confidanctf fai hia oonnife and 
fMend^ilp. 

When Blmaon had recefyed bia oommaiida 
fW>m the eonnteaa, be at once gare orders to 
wei^ anchor and make aail. The crew, who 
bad been laying idle ao maily wtAw, recelT^d 
the order wtth a aixntdtaaeoita ahoni In half 
an hour the deck awnings were rolled ttp and 
stowed, two of the three an<Aoi8 aboard, the 
sails loosed, and eyetythihg ready to tri{> and 
away. The laat order to "heare np!" and 
''aheet home!'* being giren, the sdiooner, !b* 
Tored by a^ fair breeze, mored graeeftilly front 
her moorings, and stretched across the lake in 
the direction of the narrow atialt that gave 
egress to the open waters of the Golf. * * 

The snn Was jnst setting When the resael 
cleared the Pass, and spread 'her canraa to the 
broad expanse of the sea. There waa now a 
consultation held between Clifford, Gaido, and 
the captain, and the resnlt was that fhey steered 
in a southwest direction, so as to fUl In yfiA tho 
brigaotine sbonld she be making ibr the Mexi* 
can course at Tera Crttz. The next morning 
they encountered off the kafiae a pilot-boat, 
which informed them that the brigantine had 
passed out of tiie river some tiihe befbrs, and 
was probably a hundred miles to the sooth- 
ward. - 

" This intelligence," said Guide, * ia dedlrfte. 
X know Qow where to find her.''* 

"At the temple, no doubt f* said difibrd, 
interrogatively. 

" Tea. It wfll be tliere that we duUI first 
meet with them r ^ 

''And an this time fbr Gertrade to be in bia 
power?" 

'' We have revenge left us, at Idet," answered 
(>uido. 

All sail was now crowded on the schooner, 
and lit t)ie rate of nine knots an hour, she took 
iier waj^ towards the south, In full chase of the 
llrigantine. 

The same evening^ the aloop-of-war cam^ out 
of tbe river with Don Garcia on board, and 



gsSni)ig«ia same fofiomiiriloa -from ^ Mget, ^ 
life pflot, respedtii]^ the* brig wHieb die eebooner.' 
bad, abe'idso sUfOlched awaylbr tbe eoaat ef 
Vera Cms. 

We now letmn to Bon Oonrado and Ida fabr 
capHvie. 

It waatfie aeeond eTeMot^ after leaving the' 
Baliae, that he deaeended into Hie eaWn to aear 
IMAna GerCmde, bavfai^-pretlbiisly aent-Father 
CioheDt to ask lliia ftvor, which, aa it waa SO-" 
Hdted WHh proper eourttisy, and aa abewaatffeN 
siront tb eeme to an uAdArataasdhig wi4i bo' 
captor, abb granted. 

Bonna Gertmdo inm aeated npbn an ottoman, 
pale, but firm,, and, if poadble, looking i|noM^ 
loveljr than ever. Near her atood Father Clem- 
ent,' dignified aind commiutdiBgi A soft light 
abed ita tempered briffianee over the aoteie.' 
Don Conrado panaed at ' tto db6r to gaae npon 
htr loreKnesa. He aeettied awed by her oont* 
posnre, and thn YtoSy firhmeaa of the priest. 

" Benora," he aaid, wtth tts mncb gentieneni 
aa be could aaantne, '*ynn wiQ' allow ifaat I have 
treated yon ifidk all lhe dvi&ty and attention 
yon could demand; and that I have reapeeted* 
your privacy, and even now come rather aa a 
anppBant tfaam one who bcAdS yon in bis poorer.'* 

Geitmde bowed; bnt Father Gtemeni sin* 
swered, " no after kindness or eivifi^ can com* 
pensate for'tiie ibrvC ontrage ia fearing diia 
mafiftn from tlia preaenee of Ker'nKther.** * 

'^Blrprieat, I wiah no counael nor reproadiea.' 
I aougbt tbia interview wiiif the lady, not HMt 
her confeaaor. 8enorai,''boaddad, drawing near 
and apeakbig hi a low voiee of Cenderneaa, ^* I 
beg jon wfll Baten to me. Ibr fonr yeaiv I 
have lovM yoxL wMi tbe moat araent pasaion' 
Bnt itbaa'beenniymbrfbrtvne to xec^ve in tO" 
turn only yonr dlipleaani^. fiSiaH my love- be 
teapnttiabedf If yonneodproofof m^devo^ 
tion, yon bATe it in'niy'"]bng remembnince' of 
yon, in my Tialt to yow, sty, in tbna having dared 
to obtain poMeiaim of yonr p^fMil* jT on bavo 
aeift tome, through the prieat, to know wUtbei^ 
I am conveying yon, and why I dMaln yon n 
priactter. It la I, iaiiy;wfto*ani tie p^Mnier. 
Ton have o|dy to apeak, to oonniaad nie ias4 
my vessel; and at a wofd from^ yonr Upa It shall 
convey yon to yottipftioMal Tslnr d^sttey ii 
in yonr own hands. r. . . . 

«<W&atistbede8tfi4^1 'WtetFtattfa^WoMf^ 
She ancev, wnb a* vMep wlMf tt'DerenMBa. 

"T6 beooiAe'te^ bride I no Wordf you are 
tosp^aklirawoidofasaettl^ My/don^-iiiaerl 
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Bo w|t iMb vyon m witb Om UcMdibs of 
jwfu^j^l YouMifCboiBJiaal HiBVO it » ipmtt 
w^a wiU miite oar handi* and m$k» nw tba 
h^piest of men !" 

<<AB4^Botiioiiio«|fR«lchiedofiiom«a! So, 
I><m Gonrado. Ton and I miut alwaji boa^r- 
aui4 ^ tluf world and (^ nazl. I can noTer 
^potent to be jmurnhV 

" T^en by the hoi/ erow," cried Pe Bc^ltvaa, 
iaa yqioe of thnnder/ " jon ihall be my mit- 
tniM { I have offered jon bonoimble n^irriage ! 
Here ttaads a holy mai) to w]fom I am ipeadj to 
fay that I will honor and psotect yon aa yonr 
lawful bnsband. Once mora, wiU jon aeoept 
my terms V 

"Then your &toi«faaledrUaBfwmd, and 
taming on hU b^l he left hee, 

Bfo more daya the brigantine held her oonrae 
aerobe the watery of the gnlf. Dnrii^ all this 
time Don Coarado had not i^mroached hia cap- 
tive, nor giTen h«r another word beeidei those 
with which he had taken leave of her. This 
silence waa snqwnae most paiafol. Father 
.Clement, was constaaUy .with her. 8he. had 
made np her mind to diey, and by her own hand. 
From thishe tped to diswiade her at fint^ OTen, 
though relnctantly, recommending that i^e 
should consent to the hateW nnion. 

" Nevor, never, neiver 1" was her firm response. 

He then spent his Ume alternately hi pwpar- 
lag her for death, and. in praying to Heafan to 
l«M them aid. On th* evenmg of the fifth 
day sheiras puspared to die. She had found a 
dagger which ^nd beiopged to Qnido, and kept 
it eoncealod constsnUy in the (oMs of her dress. 
Father Qement tiembled as he adnOrad the 
lelfsacrificing heroism of the maiden. Be no 
bwgspe dissuaded herfiwn her.pm^ose; hut he 
had told her he wonld defend her fi»m wrong 
^t|ie last with his own sum* The penrerM and 
continued silenfio of Be Beltran mad^ them ftd 
uneasy. Qcxtrude wanted tba auspinsa termi- 
naled. She had made np her mind to die, and 
she wiibed thp |ria( of her resolntjon were passed, 
so long as come itmost,aiMf0>nld.not,«isha 
heliered, be avened« 

M length tha. moning of jOie iixth day they 
PMse d Vera Cvus, fbnr Jisgnaf to the left, and 
in the afternoon drew ^ear to the: )and at the 
point oa«^ich slofi tiie ndas of thf ^^mpie. 
The br%|uitin|B ani^Ofod,wiihin.n;qaarter of a 
mQe of iiK. Jiuopgk |he cabin windows <3er- 
Unda Micid ih» umq^ i!iTfir> iighted op ^ 



the goMan splendor of the araniiigemi. Hi 
a sceaie of glo^ mid beauty, with tbegrHmem- 
circling foiuiti, and the amie waters la^ng thm 
silveiy sands. At length when the |rteuBtiao 
was andiorsd, and her sails furled, in the shel- 
tered core that almost concealed her ftom the 
open gul^ Bon Conrado descended into the 
cabin; but not until ha had ordered his boata 
alongside. 

"Now, lady," he said, "I hwre readied my 
castle. You see ihe home of Belt, the huccn^ 
neer. Itshallheyoniatoshare witbme. Yon 
will be the hnccaneer's bride, and your reahn^ 
shaUbethesear 

"Evil man!" said the priest, "camst thou 
mock the miseiy of thia^jing ^)Miden f Heat 
thou no fear of man orlpji?" • 

" None, prating priesJT^^^r ttj Wde, ifa 
will go on shore! tfMhfi^ tJ(p(krdialt be, nor 
now skalt thou have the prkft's blessing on thy 
niq>tials. Thou hast mock^ me long enough 9 
I will now hnmblp thyl^anghty pride and liavo 
my revenge. Come to the dedL and' embark in 
the boat with me. GenUy i4.thou wilt, forcibly 
if I must!" .^ 

Gertrude tnmed as pale 84 deaj^ She placed 
her hand in her bosom, and n^rvonslyjg 
Intely, caught the dagger by the hii^| 
Conrado approaching her to convey J 
deck. He laid his hold at once upon^ 
that held the steel, as if he suspected }»er ol^ect, 
and was about to take her in his arms to bear 
her to the boat, when Father Clement, feeiabig 
his own cutlass, as it hung in its shei^, drsM^ii: 
and interposed it between him and Gertrude. 
Bon QhunAo released her, not so-much tbirongh 
foar, as to punish him who had dared interfere 
with his power, and endeavored to repossess 
himself of the weapon. The priest, however, 
used it so well that he was compelled to call ^r 
aid ; and it was only after four men had exitered 
the cabin and pressed round the confessor, thai 
he waa disars^ed. 

" Brag him to the deck and cast hl^ Into the 
boat; but first put irons on. his hands," said 
Conrado. 

He was ob^ped. Gertrude, in the meanwhile, 
had been seized again by him ; and she fbund 
herself helpless and completely in his power and 
at his mercy. She could only offer up a prayer 
for prptectipn, when she was borne to the boat. 
The men were ordered to pull towards the land, 
where they debarked at the foot of a ruined staar- 
qaso of stone, which led up to a tower. G«- 
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trade ntained her MaMt, and wm eondiiktod hy 
him to the tower, wliere en old grey-headed 
nan, with one eye, and a hand emp^tated, re- 
oeived them. From the manner in which Con- 
imdo epoke to him, he had been left in chaige 
of the premiiet. He led the way into a enite of 
^nperb apartments, the walla and oeilingi of 
which were covered widi the richest designs in 
carved work, intermingled with coloring. The 
floors were teaselated with the costliest stones ; 
and the furniture was in keeping with the mag- 
nificence of this temple of the Inznrions and 
tastefnl Aztecs. 

'SWisloome, prond lady, to the palace of tfa« 
Imecaneer of the gnlf," said Conrado, as he 
placed her upon a sort of divan. " Here yon 
may reign supreme. "Wliere is the priest?" he 
demanded of Tito. 

" He is in the court, seaor capitano.'^ 

"Send him to the prison, under fi^ tDwer« 
Ah, senora, yon need not start 1 and turn palel 
Ton will see him no more ! Were yon to beg 
on yonr bended knees to be wedded to me by the 
priest, I would langh at yon. Tour pride has 
to be«hnmbled ! Ton are now completely in my 
power < This power I shall nselbr my own 
pleasure, iB yon havo exerdiell yonii long 
enough." 

*' Senor de BcltiMi," tttddeoly eiied Gartinde, 
gifted with rihe «lo<inenee of deqmir, "' O, if yon 
knve a human so«l t If yon know what mercy, 
^rhst pily is, sptfe mot If yon fear God, or 
hope for hiatal, spare^mef Iltneel to yon^— I 
inaplore yon havo menf-4iai% p^ upon met" 

He stood coldly and halightily smiliag «po» 
the graeefid easiitKrei m she kadi al hie fiMt 
He seemed to enjoy, m^, did eq|oy, bar hn- 
nailialion. He triumphed over her hetplessness. 
A devfl setoied to smile tinonkh hit daiit, band- 
iom^itutb. HebaredhiswUtetaathlikeatlgiv 
gloating oter bis prey. 

It was nesarly daik whin thoboi«landid with 
tfaem, and wax lighu were now bvoag^t hi- by 
tiie white-bearded old 



**Qbn ns rapper, Oordas. Ky bride and I 
will rap gorgeously. Let no luxury be spared. 
It is not every night a bridal night! Hare the 
men brought the packages ashore f " 

*' Sirsenor, they are all in the room!" 

" Very well. Senora, yon will find a ward* 
robe— the same that was in the brig— awaiting 
yon in the inner room. And that yon may not 
say your eomfert is not perfectly attended to, 
yon have an attendant. Is yonr grand-danghter 
here, Gk»rdai1'^ 

" There she comes, senor." 

'' Tes, yon see your servant, lady ! I hope 
yon win Aank me for this attention ! Ton are 
not likely to be rivals in beauty !" 

The person he alluded to was a hideous fe- 
male dwarf, with a hidtous tusked ifionth. She 
approached Gertrude, and in a hoarse masculine 
voice told her she would lead her to her room. 
G^tftmde did not know whether to go or remain ; 
bat anjTthing was preferable to the presence of 
her tyrant, and she i!(»llowed the dwarf out of 
the room ; but not before Don Conrad6 had 
whispered tolh^ latter to search her at once, 
and take from bertha dagger he believed she 
had. 

ShewAtled into an apartment Oat maliaad 
itt ili raperb'annngements of fnrnitnre and dra- 
perf the rieheil creatfon'of the Arabhm inighlB. 
Bnt to Qertrade all seemed the d«olaliott of a 
sipnMre; for she had veeolved that Itshonld 
be her tomb. The door had no scfoneridoaed; 
than rte'^qnioUy din vfeotai her bosom the dig< 
ger, when the qnick eye oC the dwwf detieled 
the motion, and snutelMd it ftom her^ 

**Am yon, alio, my enemy) Witt fom givo 
it met .O, -unman, give it to me, if yon hnvn 
any plif I" 

«iro,nol Tonmnottodlstliliwsylinfy, 
yev are too yonng to die. Come, yon must not 
think of anything bat life. OThis is yonr biidat 
nightr 

ihriakol aad ftl lOmoet i 
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AvTBB Don Conrado had seen hU caiiHye 
Vfttitfi.'iRtkibe AmtfH, )ie <»Te ^vf«f»l»tqfOof 
Ivp ii«m to «tmi4 #i)ar& Mbm tlw. ottta^ 
tiw taireiUlilid for Tito 1^ b». aMHM lOiaaTe 
^ the .apKrtHMBl, tim>tt8fc niiU .«i^ OedmAB 
f0924 Qfleok her f(m|pe. He1iie« ifwiKowlto 
^if»40i»ft.«riett>tft Xi«MB«it>BttMrl^> ^ 
aiite^ iMlmi <nie twla^ Oi r wda hJl»4nd «lid tiM 
^iiMlb eaiuMdgr btgjped. to j|Miak .mOllOpi. 
TMnking Jw kojfl^i tomffimoM^^f inport^ 

teltimlp le^ te itajr W tte. 4Mig«Dii^wfa«r0 
he was coaftiied. The place was beoeaA ^ 
fHMaimtror.ilii t«ir«r|.aiMi .ih« wt; J) '^ 
tedctimt Coi»tdo» e9^f^t • tosrit U|m 
l » >»Mny lhe4ett,lkai»;qii»^ 

" I haye sent for thee to saj a few wi«ift l« 
limR-il.piliialft* WfiirthcA iMd ttisMMiAiKiy 
heyond earshot 1" 

*' Does thy speech eoncwn mp ?" 
> ''Deeply/' answered Father Clement 

'< Leaye me till I call thee/' said Conrado to. 
the seaman. The man departed, leaving his 
captain and the priest beneath the tower. The 
tordi was stni^ in a ererice in the wall by the 
aide of the cell door, and east ito light broadly 
upon the face of de Belcran, bringing into relidf 
his noble featnras, which were bnt the. mask to a 
dark jmd eril sonL 



Th«^«ellwa« aeowed l>ya gmted do^tqd 
within was Faftfir demept, M iihadow. 

"Now say thy say/' said Conrado. 

f A Uttli^ ik^' "Son, wmMt fbou kiow 
MsiH: ipy death wheia ip^ iod buried ^roasmrol" 

" Ay, W0«ld I %** weweied the pira^ eagerly. 

" Dr«ir • little otftrer. Art thon witikg to^ 
go for it^thiMgli it be te,tif I Hdl thee i)i dif^ 
nmiids, and casha^siljver^ jRa4 bo^esof dof^i 
etffald?" 

<'Br thft mMs^ yet« tft. I^eirwege ^r X49»]an4 1 
TfaQT i«Or^ ifimr ^cpfe<toift>«t0niis. C^ 
with'thy seoresl^ . 

" It liwNildnot bei«reitavE^ /«r th|r»iniip. ulai^ 
may lurk nftM.. AiliiHeinigher^th^ { mnn 
whisper in thy ear. Now. wilt, 4^n ¥tM8» ^ 
honor to MleMa:the( nw^te ln»th« if I nnfsld 
ip.tb^ejuaaemi!'" . 

« Ay, I'll swear it \" Mtrpexed Conrado, r«i#^ 
ily, though without the least intention of per- 
forming his TOW. 

"Then hear me. There lies on the beadi« 
near— 

" I do not hear thy words, priest I" 

"Pntthyearnigherl There! Ihawiheen 

The pimte, in his araridons eagerness, had 
placed his fooe so close to the iron grate that 
Father Clement, suddenly thrusting his hand 
through^ oauij^t him by the throat with a gripe 
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of iron. We have ab^ady sdd that he was a 
man of laiige frame, cool and conrageons. The 
hold he had fastened, though qtiick as lightning, 
watf like rirets of steel. In rain Bon Conrado, 
thus canght in the trap so sUlfnlly set for him, 
strangled and attempted to get away. In his 
Btmggles he overthrew the torch, and bodi were 
le& in the darkness fo that fearfhl and mortal 
Btroggle. . Vainly the binccaneer tried to articn- 
late ; only a suffbcatlng gurgle came from his 
throat Vainly he tried to reach his foe through 
the bars, which were too narrow to admit his 
9xm, sare at the place (a little square opening 
to pass in food to the prisoner)' out of which 
Padier Clement thrust his arm, which entirely 
filled it. 

Gradually the efforts of Don Conrado grew 
fainter, and the choking sofnnd ceased to issue 
from his mouth, and soon leather Clement found 
that he supported his whole delid weight, and 
nnable to sustain it, he let go his grasp from the, 
throat, and the heavy body fell like lead to the 
•tone floor 

" Heaven forgire me ! But I have done it to 
save the maiden I She has no more to fear, at 
least from him f' and he sunk exhausted upon 
a settle in his dungeon. All was now silence in 
the scenes so lately marked by a struggle for 
life against death. How long Father Clement 
remained in a, state of half insensibility he knew 
not ; but he was roused from it by a sudden 
cannonading that shook the ve>y foundations of 
the tower. 

The seaman whom Conrado had dismissed, 
on reaching the court found his messmates en- 
gaged around a cask of wine in drinking to the 
happiness of their captain and' his bride. He 
joined them, and soon forgot that he might be 
called upon to return to the dungeon to guide 
' his captain out. The carousal continued for two 
' hours or more, when a light was displayed at 
the peak of the brigantine. 

" It is a signal for the boats to go on bo^rd," 
said Lieutenant Bandolpho; f'and there is 
another, which reads, 'a stranger in sight.'" 
He at once called all his men together and sent 
them to the beach, while he sought his captain ; 
but not finding him, he commanded the old 
man to tell him that the boats had been signalled 
on board, and that a sail,' which he could now 
make out with his glass, about two miles off, 
was in sight. " Tell him," said he, as he de- 
scended to the water-side, "that we leave one 
of the boats fbr him, hi case, If it should prove 



an enemy, he can come on board to 1 
the vessel." 

When Randolpho gained the deck of the brig- 
antine, he could see distinctly a two-masted 
vessel in the offlng, standing in under full sail. , 
He i^t pnce called his men to quarters and mad^ 
every preparation to defend the brig, should the 
visitor to that remote inlet prove an enemy. As 
the stranger dreiir nearer, he saw, for there waa 
a moon, that she was an armed schooner, and 
he eould see lights arranged as if the men on 
board were at (heir qparters^ He no sooner 
made this discovery, than he signalized for Don 
Conrado to come on board. But as the bucca- 
neer chief was lying weU nigh dead on the floor 
of the dungeon, the signals were unheeded. 

'' That fellow comes up boldly," said the lieu- 
tenant, to his under officers ; "he must mean to 
attack OS 1" 

"Or else he is ignorant of our metal," re- 
sponded the quarter-master, near him. 

" Are an the men at their quarters 1" he de- 
manded. 

" AVLj sir," was tl:^e response, fbre and aft. 

"Then stand by to obey my orders." The 
men replied by blowing the lighted ends of the 
fuses, and adjusting the priming on the guns. 

"That is the brigantine, my friends," said 
Guido, as the schooner, came farther into the 
ba/, and he was able to make out her span. 
" And those signals are for boats t6 Come oh 
board. Some of their people are on shore I"^ ' 

^ Shall we run alongside and board h» «t 
once?" asked Benson, who himself had tin 
helm of the schooner. 

" I>o not hesitate," sAid CliSbrd, as lie handled 
his cutlass with impatience ; for the seven' days 
which had passed since he left New Orleans had 
greatiy increased his vigor, and he was barnllj; 
for the fnj, 6uido was by his side alio armed. 

" She is coining aboard !" shouted Randolpho. 
"Ho,the8fchoonerr 

There was no reply, and the schooner k^t 
steadily on, straight towards the brigantine. 

"Hre !" commanded the Hentenant, ift avoi<ie 
that was heard with equal distinctness on boat^ 
both vessels. 

The broadside 'was' so weU aimed that'tNe 
schooner's fbremftet was shot away and Mt fis 
whole length over ifte lieirboaird bow. But she 
was under stich fidl headway that It'dM not 
check her in her course, and Benson- si^coeed^ 
in Uying her broadside upon the starboard quar- 
ter of the'briguilSiie, while Mis giins,'iteusale to 
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mvMi^ povrod into bar ft tetxiUe ^nd dMtnic- 
tive fire. At the moment the veMeU cajpe in 
contact, Clifibrd called ont in a thrilling voice 
for hoarders,, and without waiting to set whether 
he was followed or not, leaped i^n the deck of 
the hrig. Bandolpho met him, cntlass in hand, 
hat was doyen to the neck hj a single blow, 
while Clifford, without pausing, pressed towards 
the qiiarter-deck, crying out, " Con^^do de Bel- 
tran» vengeance to the rescue,!" 

If de Beltran had been on. hoard, there is no 
.question but that he would hav^ bounded to 
meet the challenge. Guido, unrecognized in the 
confusion, fighting his wa/ to the cabin, entered 
it ; but found it deserted. Two or three armed 
men rushed down after him, but seeing who it 
If as, thej drew back in surprise. 

'* Where's Don Conrado 1 Where is the lady ?" 
he demanded, so anthoritatively, thftt &ejr an- 
sweced promptly : 

" On shore, senor, at the tower." 

** If you would save your necks, side wiihjpaie, 
for his day is past." The men, however,, showed 
a disposition to fight, when cutting his ^ay 
thfongh theiUj slaying two, he gained die d^ck. 
Here Clifford w^ 0ghting like a lion, every- 
where seeking his antagonist. Gnido called 
aloud on the crew to lay down the^ arms, saying 
they should be unharmidd, and as the fight was 
going hard against ^em, the most of them 
obeyed, and those who continued to re/sift wei:^ 
c»t to pieces by the crew of the schooiier, which, 
headed by Benson, carried death from stem t'^ 
sterp. 

In ten minutes the brigantine was. of^tured, 
and ihe crew disarmed and confined below. 
Clifford, whq had. been made acquainted by 
Guido wiU| the fact that Don Conrado was on 
4%ore, was . eager to reach ^the land, and with 
twenty men. in two boats, they pulled to. the 
jtower. Clifford leaped tothe shorejrandonly 
suffering Gnido to precede him as a guid9« 
knowing the pUco so well, he soon gained. the 
court. It was d99erted. The few of Don Con- 
rado's .wen who had remained, having compre- 
hended that the fight had resulted in the capture 
of the brigantine, had fled on the landing of the 
boats. . The old man was e^cpuntered i^eac the 
ouler door, witl^ a torch in his hand. He did 
not seem to fesir, aa he quietly^ aicaited them. 
Gnido atonce apprpached hi^ j^id laid his hand 
on his shoulder. . . ... 

" Where is m J unde V 

" Where is the ladj^ 1" d^o^ded Clifford.. 



" The Udj iaiQ, tfim wMi my grv^-dmns^tn ! 
I know not where Doa Conrado may be." 

"Follow me I I wMl show yon th« wajV 
cried Guido, entering.the outer apartment. Heiy 
he beheld Tito asleep on a mg. He awakened 
him ; and hiis surprise was on^ equalled by hifl 
fear, en beholding both Clifford and Gnido 
standing ann«i over him. 

" Wber« ii thy ihaster 1" 

'' I kno^ not, senors. He was to have t>eepi 
married to-nighl to the lady — '* 

"Married! Then he has—" 

Clifford could utter no more ifor very hope— 
forveiyfe^rl 

" Is he not married V deml^lded tS^^nido^ vxof 
cool. 

" Not yet, aenor. He bM treated her like a 
lady on the voyage, and hardly spoken to her, 
hoping she wonld relent ; but finding she would 
not, he was to marry ber anyhow." 

" Then we are not too late !" said Guido. 

"Two hours later aod you would have been," 
answered Tito. " Now, senor, as I have been so 
frank, I hope you will treat me civilly." 

" That will be as you deserve." 

" Thank Heaven 1 J breathe again 1" ex- 
claimed Clifford, with a face radiant wkhjoj. 

" Yes, all is not lost ! ' This way I We shiaSl*^ - r« 
doubtless find Don Conrado here !" 

And they pressed forwards to the inner room ; 
but as they did so thC: door was opened by the 
dwarf, for the noise of the battle on the water, 
and the confusion in the tower, had all reached 
the ears of Gestrade ; .ipd she instantly felt that 
there were friends coming to her, aid. She and 
the dwarf had heard the men as they fled away 
fnom the tower on Clifford's approach, say that 
their vessel had been captured ;, and who, thought 
Gertrude, should be. its captoni ^iit those who 
seek for me 1 Bjit that Clifford should be near, 
he whom she believed far away on an invalidfs 
conch, she did not once dream* Wlien, there- 
fore, the dwarf opened the door a Jittle way, to 
look out, who can imagine .her surprise on dis- 
covering first Gnido, and then Clifford, advan- 
cing towards the' room/ With one thrilling, 
heart-swelling, scream of joy, she sprang forward, 
and was clasped to her lover's heart. 

What pen shall dare attempt to describe the 
happiness of tbat moment of re-nnion t 

A few, brief^ hurried, tearful words from her 
lips, ^sured Clifford that she w^Ji now perfectly, • 
perfectly hajppy. Qut her next thought was for' 
Father Clement, .to whii^m, she told hor lover. 
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nnder Heareii's providence, she owed her pres- 

erration. Gaido demanded to know where the 

priest was, when the old man told him that he 

wonld lead him to him. 

" But where is my uncle V* he asked. 

But no one could answer this question. 

At the door of the dungeon, however, the 

question found a response. Thty discovered 

him lying there senseless. It would be vain to 

try to express the surprise of Father Clement on 

being released by one who told him that he was 

the friend of Clifford, who was now holding the 

rescued Gertrude to his heart. Guido, being 

told by Father Clement the cause of Don Con- 

rado's present condition, bent over his uncle to 

ascertain if there was life in him. The priest 

with great anxiety sought the fallen man's pulse. 

" He lives to see his discomfiture," said Guido. 

" He lives, and his blood is not on my hands," 

said Father Clement. 

Raising him up they bore him to the court, 
where he was brought to by the application of 
cold water to his face. When at length he was 
able to rise to his feet and to comprehend all 
that bad passed', his confusion was indescribable. 
Guido tQ tj^ pmi iy^fir^y"* him of his defeat in 
pf his wicked purposes, and 
6ner. Foaming at the mouth 
iieavored to rush upon Guido ; 
biPMipMIFained, the chains which the priest 
wore were taken from his hands and placed on 
his own. He was then committed to the care of 
three of Benson's men, and placed in the dun- 
geon from which the priest had been liberated, 
thus was justice meted out to him in the precise 
hape in which he had exercised his injustice. 
i The schooner having been so severely wound- 
^^ in hull and spars, was the next morning set 
on fire and cgjM^ed ; and Benson, at Guido's 
reqnes^^^^^^^mand of the brigantine, on 
pext day, de Beltran was 
Shortly afterwards, the 
ne on board with the equally 
den and Guido; and there, in the 
fence of the whole crew, and of Don Con- 
rado, chained, in full sight. Father Clement 
united the lovers in the holy ties of wedlock ; 
and thus the dark clouds of their youthful years 
were dissipated before the joyous sun of a new 
and brighter day. 

After the ceremony, ai which the lovely widow 

of Count Contelli was not the least interested 

|^^|tator, the brigantine set sail from the spot, 

^^^^jnot until, by Qnido's request. Captain 





Benson took possession of the treasnres and 
costly articles that were found at this rendezvous. 

Afr Vera Cruz they stopped to deliver the 
famed Captain Belt up to the authorities ; and 
he was conveyed under guard away from the 
brigantine, sullen and silent, disdaining to speak, 
and lodged in the castle of Ulloa ; whence a few 
days afterwards her was taken out and shot; 
and ever dins will end the career of unprincipled 
passion, which fears neither God, conscience, 
nor human law. 

As the brigantine was going out of the harbor, 
two American vessels of war entered ; one of 
which was recognized by Clifford as the sloop 
commanded by his friend ; and the other as the 
frigate which was his uncle the commodore's 
flag-ship.' The brigantine was, therefore, an- 
chored, and he went on board of the sloop to 
inform the captain of his success, and to thank 
him for his friendly alacrity in coming to his 
aid, and to send Don Garcia to the embraces of 
his daughter ; and from thence, accompanied by 
the difiSdent Guido, whom he insisted should 
accompany him, he went on board the frigate. 
Here he was warmly received by bis uncle, and 
embraced by his sister, to whom he no sooner 
presented Guido as his dearest friend, than he 
observed by the mafitling cheek and light of joy 
sparkling in her eyes, that Guido had not over- 
estimated the impression he had made upon her. 

Why shonld we follow another thread of true 
love through all its details to its issue ? Let the 
fair reader know that Clifford and his bride. 
Father Clement, and Guido, all left the brigan- 
tine to become the commodore's guests ; and as 
he promised to take his nephew to New Orleans 
in the frigate, they all parted with real regret 
from the young American captain, whose cour- 
age, frankness and intelligence had commanded 
their esteem ; while his deep passion for the 
countess had enlisted their sympathy for him. 
Guided, on the voyage, was almost hourly in the 
company of the beautiful Mary Clifford ; and 
after the frigate reached the capital of the south. 
Father Clement officiated at the Casa Granda 
In a second bridal, and gave to Quido the hand 
of Mary Clifford, the beautiful and rich ** belle 
of the sea," as she was termed by the numerous 
officers who enried Guido his prize. ' 

The brigantine, under the command of Ben- 
son, put to sea before the frigate, and sailed for 
Havana, and thence to Spain ; for the young 
American insisted if the countess was to go 
across the ocean, he would take her in his vessel. 
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It WM ft periloM conMuUng, so far as her tows 
of taking the veil were coacemed ; for when the 
bxigSBtine reached Cadiz, the young captain, 
smiling like a May momiog, landed with flying 
colors, and led thecoantess to the first cathedral, 
where, instead of taking the vows of religion, 
she breathed those of love, and became the bride 
of the gallant American captain, instead of bride 
of the church. Old Giberto has never left the 
service of Clifford. Tito has been bang«b in 
Matanzas for being one of the celebrated Captain 
Beit's men ; and Don- G^cia, pardoned by the 
captain-general, has been restored to his estates 
in the island, where he resides part of the year, 
with Clifford and Grertrade his guests, and the 
balance of the jetat with liiem at their elegant 
mansion in New Orleans. Job Sorril is now 
captain of a Marblehead coaster, and getting 



rich on two hundred a year. Old Boger, with 
his young pilot, still boards inward bound vessels, 
but is very shy of such as come under shortened 
sail. 

Thus, having brought our tale to a happy 
conclusion, punishing vice and rewardinjg virtue, 
we take a courteous farewell of our readers, with 
many acknowledgements for their attention, and 
the interest they have manifested in the fortune 
and fate of our heroes and heroines. Though 
the "course of true love" seldom runneth 
smooth, yet, like those brooks whose currents 
are most obstructed by rocks and shoals, it gen- 
erally becomes placid near its mouth, and flows 
calmly into the sea of life, retaining no trace of 
the obstacles which have caused it to fret and 
foam, and turn a thousand times out of its on- 
ward channel. 



THE END. 
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